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MAD AM, 


ANEGYRIC, the uſual and chief ingre- 
dient in moſt dedicatory addreſſes, is of 

= To nice and delicate a texture, that by ſaying 
15 too little, or too much, it forfeits all that eſ- 
tcteem it lays claim to; and when faulty in ei- 
ther of theſe extremes, raiſes a diſlike, where 
it deſigned to pay a compliment: if coarſe and 
inelegant, it offends, when it attempts to pleaſe 

and if unſupported by truth and reality, de- | 

generates into nauſeous flattery, and becomes | 
painful to that judicious ear it vainly propoſed 


_ to gratify; turning the ſacrifice it offered, to 
[ ; the unworthy, into the ſevereſt ſatire, and the 
1 author's pen into the keeneſt ſword. The 
Z praiſe we beſtow upon thoſe who merit it, ought 
3 to appear under a veil, which rather i improves, 
than ſhades a beauty ; like the Parthian, who 
. obſerved to o hit the ſureſt, when he ſeems 
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In affixing your Ladyſhip's name to this 
poem, I have been cautious neither to offend 
your modeſty, nor incur your diſpleaſure, by 
enumerating thoſe accompliſhments and per- 
tections, which you take greater care to con- 


ceal, than others to diſplay ; unperceived and 


unacknowledged only by one perſon. True 
genuine merit is like the flame in a lamp, 
which ſcatters a ſtronger and more diffuſive 
light through the mirror that ſeems to con- 
fine and obſtruct its luſtre. This, if ſincere 
and unadulterate, beautifies while it enobles, 
and throws an additional e on birth, titles 
and grandeur. 

Lour Ladyſhip is not to be informed, that 


the deſign of ſacred poetry is to improve, as 


well as pleaſe, a wholeſome as well as an a- 


greeable entertainment; which gratifies the 


imagination, with an ultimate view to culti- 
vate, refine, and moralize the heart. When 


it produces not theſe laſt ſalutary effects, the 
deligbt it conveys to the fancy may prove 


dangerous; and inſtead of a healing cordial, 


may inſtil into the mind a latent inſinuating 


poiſon; reſembling thoſe noxious juices of 
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a tempting delicious flavour, which invite us 


to taſte, only to deſtroy us: Or thoſe fatal in- 
toxicating pleaſures, which allure before they 
can infect us, and rob us of thoſe grateful 
ſenſations, and that very happineſs they pre- 
tend to communicate. 

Mr. Hervey, in his ſeveral learned and moral 
Contemplations, has obliged the world with 
ſome of the moſt ſublime and elevated ſtrains 
of piety and devotion; ſuch as, if attentively 
peruſed, muſt affect the moſt unfeeling, and 
warm the coldeſt boſom; his ſentiments 


breathe the moſt enflamed and ardent love of 


God, of goodneſs and of virtue; every page 
of theſe excellent writings imparting to us a 
double gratification ; while our ear is tranſ- 
ported with the ſmoothneſs and harmony of 
bis dition, our heart is ſubdued and con- 


vinced by the force and energy of his 


commanding and perſuaſive reaſon. And 
ſurely ſuch pleaſing inward tranſports, in- 
ſpired by innocence and virtue, he muſt 
firſt have feelingly experienced himſelf, be- 
fore he could ſo well and ſo warmly de- 
Fride them to others. 


AZ 


Though | 
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Though I deſpair to reach the maſter- 
ty eloquence, the ſublimity and animated 
force of the originals, yet I have at- 
tempted a poetical verſion of theſe Medita- 


tions. The power and attractive ſweetneſs 


of numbers often ſerving to allure, perhaps 


to convince, when reaſon and argument ſome- 


times fail to command attention, Though 
virtue in her native dreſs and ſimplicity, ever 
appears amiable, yet poetry has a ſecret irre- 


ſiſtible power to augment its luſtre, and ren- 


der its beauties ſtill more beautiful; and if 
the muſe has the good fortune to arreſt and 


entertain the fancy, her next triumph may be 
to touch, ſubdue, and captivate the heart. 


Though you, Madam, were born to ſhine 


in a court; to brighten it with your perſon, 
as well as to improve it by your example; you 


choſe rather to ſacrifice the glitter and mag- 
nificence of a public, to the peace, inno- 
cence, and tranquility, of a more private life : 
to convince a deluded world, that the ſweet- 
eſt and moſt exalted tranſports enjoyed below,, 
are leſs owing to the pride of an ambitious,, 


than to the applauſe and approbation of a ſa- 
© Life 


wh 
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tisfied mind; it being always your peculiar 
aim, to live admired and reſpected, not fo 
much for the ſuperiority of your birth and ti- 
tles, as for thoſe gifts and accompliſhments, 
which really adorn them, and render nobi- 


Tity itſelf more noble and illuſtrious ; birth 


and virtue, like light and ſhade in a landſcape, 
helping to ſet off and beautify each other. 
What pangs then muſt the heart like yours 
ſuffer, divided between pity and aſtoniſnment, 
to live a daily witneſs of thoſe open and un- 
guarded follies, thoſe courtly ſublime enor- 
mities, which vanity has introduced, and cuf- 
tom, that fruitful parent of all abſurdities, 
has authorized among us; licenſed, applaud- 
ed, nay held almoſt ſacred by the ſons and 


daughters of levity and inattention; who 


claim a glory for thoſe very acts of ſimplicity 
and imprudence, which contribute more to 


their contempt, than add to their fame, 


Can your Ladyſhip behold without a ſigh, 
our theatres crowded, our temples empty and 
deſerted? Pride and poverty, extravagance 
and diſtreſs, ambition and wretchednels, a 
gay aſpect and a bleeding heart, often inha- 
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| biting the ſame roof? whole families to-day 


tomorrow begging 
their bread ? Scenes, that muſt ſurpriſe and 


aſtoniſh, did not the frequency of them leſſen 


and abate our wonder— familiar indeed, nay 
almoſt univerſal, and for that reaſon the leſs 
amazing. 

I leave your Ladyſhip in a full and pleaſing 
poſſeſſion of all thoſe boſom joys and ſatisfac- 
tions, which flow from the reflections of a2 


conſcious integrity, and an unaffected virtue: a 


{tranger to all thoſe fluttering tumultuous gra- | 


tifications, which turn the head before they 


can debaſe and corrupt the heart; which never 
add to, but always detract from thoſe ſolid fe- 
licities of liſe they pretend to entertain us 
with: while you, Madam, live ſecurely bleſt 
in your domeſtic cares and amuſements; more 


happy in the ſmiles and innocence of your 
_ amiable encreaſing family, than amidſt the 


glaring pomps, the joyleſs magnificence of an 
imperial palace. 5 
Though it is no part of, or addition to your 
perſonal merits, yet the late noble and gene- 
rous donation of the Counteſs of Pomfret, 

; g to 
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DEDICATION. ix 
to the univerſity of Oxford, the moſt exqui- 


| ſite and valuable productions of Greece and 
Rome, will ever redound to the honour of 


your family, and remain a laſting monument 
of that diſtinguiſhed regard ſhe paid to that 
antient ſeat of politeneſs and literature. Where 
Cicero, in a graceful and ſtriking attitude, 
ſeems pleading again in a Britiſh capitol, and 
before as learned and as auguſt an aſſembly, 
as ever heard him haranguing in a Roman ſe- 
nate; while the orator ſtill beholds from 


his roſtrum, the rivals of his own eloquence 


purſuing his ſteps, and ambitiouſly ſtriving to 


_ emulate his glory. 


May your Ladyſhip's prudent and exem- 


plary conduct have a power to undeceive 


the vain and reclaim the vicious; and in a 


wanton degenerate age fix a remorſe, when 


it cannot compleat a reformation. May you 
live to convince the giddy volatile libertines 


of your ſex, that the ave::ues leading to ho- 


nour, reputation and happineſs, open not 
through the pagan expanded doors of an ope- 
ra, a maſquerade, or a playhouſe. And you 
may venture to aſſure them from your own 

Experience, 
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x DEDICATION: 
experience, that there is an art to be generous. 
without extravagance; to be genteel and po- 
lite without French embelliſhments ; beauti- 


ful and engaging without perfumes, paint 


i and waſhes; and your beſt endeavours will be 
9 undoubtedly employed to convince them that 
4 | you have known Britiſh ladies who have lived 
ul and died very good chriſtians, though they 


never frequented balls, drums, routs, or 
nocturnal aſſemblies; who have appeared a- 
miable, and had reaſon to boaſt their con- 
queſts and admirers, though they never choſe 


to be ſeen in public, like a Venus in her ſoun- 
tain, half naked. | 


— 


0 J am, with the ſincereſt eſteem, 
if 


Manan, 


Your LaDysniy's 


Moſt obedient humble ſervant. 


T. NEWCOMB. 
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CONTEMPLATIONS 

ON THE 

N 1 G H T. 
BOOK I. 


r HE ſolemn, ſerious trifles of the day, 
Which folly plans, or vanity admires, 


Now pleaſe no more as now the ſun retires, | 
Prone to his ſea-green couch; the liquid fall 4 
Of cooling dews invite my foul to taſte, 0 
| 4 Beneath an arching ſhade, the heart-felt joy | 
. Of a calm eve, that ſweetly ſhuts out day! | 
; The ſun ne'er left an evening more ſerene. 
; Each paſſion huſh'd, and every thought refign'd 
In this receſs, where nature ſtrives to give 
Fach raptur'd ſenſe a ſoft, tho' different joy; 
I ]3hhe elm and lime uniting o'er my head 
5 8 Form a green canopy of flowring ſhade ; 
Which quite extinguiſh ev'ry ſultry beam 
he ſun had pour'd on earth, before he veil'd 
His orb in darkneſs—underneath my feet 
Ils ſpread the carpet, wove in nature's loom, 
= e NE: 
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Of ſofteſt velvet; moſſy beds with flowers 

Embroider'd, pave the ſcented green alcove, 

Where boughs of jes'mine with the ivy twine 

Their am'rous arms around each ſpreading tree, 

Fond of the kind embrace; while all the air 

Is ſweetned with the odours which they breathe, 
To chear the wondering eye, a verdant arch, 

Cut thro? the branches of an opening grove, 

Preſents the proſpect of the bending {ky, 

Glittering with fainter light, and ebbing day; 

Joyous and grateful here, the feather'd choir, 

In tributes of ſoft harmony, preſent 

Their thanks to heav'n for ev'ry joy they feel, 

E'er. yet they ſooth themſelves to reſt with ſongs, 

While from ſome diſtant dome, a chearful horn 

Breathes its melodious accents, ſofter made 

By their long paſſage, to compleat the joy 

Of the ſtill eve, and concert of the grove. 
Roving this calm receſs, a nobler ſcene, 

Than the arch'd bow'r, green field, or ev'ning ſhade 

Can image to my thought, my boſom fires! 

Be then ye vales, a while, your ſweets unſung, 

Thy notes, oh Philomel ! unheard—A theme 

That blots each ſoft idea from that breaſt 

| Your odours and your muſic lately charm'd, 

Now lifts me from the earth above the ſkies, 

To feaſt on raptures which the eye and ear 
5 = > Ne 
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Ne'er lend to man Say, whence the tranſport 


ſprings! 


From William's arm, from fam'd Culloden- s field; 


When the young hero, warm'd with pious rage, 


Deep dy'd his ſword in curſt rebellion's gore; 


And, laviſh of his royal blood, ſecur'd 
To Britain, freedom, —to his ſire, a crown! 


Whate'er I now poſſeſs; what bleſſings ſhare, 


The gifts of heav'n, to ſenſe or reaſon dear, 
Tis to his toils and gen'rous love I owe 


Each bliſs the ſmiling morn or dewy eve 


Pour from their lap, the eye or heart to chear! 
That unmoleſted thro? the filent vale 

Of life I rove, not injur'd nor diſmay'd 

Or by the ruffian's frown, or traitor's rage; 
And in this bleſt and calm retirement ſhare 
Each ſolid joy which contemplation yields. 
Had dire rebellion wav'd her enſigns o'er 


This trembling iſle, uncheck'd by William's arm, 


Here in this balmy ſhade, this awful gloom, 


. (When night awakes each fober thought, and calls 


© RefleAion home to meditate, and dwell 


3 On life's ſwift fleeting courſe) I might have bled 
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7 By the keen dagger levell'd at my heart 


By ſome aſſaſſin's rage, if uncontroll'd 
His bloody flag had rag'd and ſcatter'd war 
And deſolation round, where'er it wav'd, 


Some 
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Some covert then, or rock's impending gloom, 


Far from theſe fragrant ſeats and calm repoſe, 


Had hid me from the victor's angry frown ; 


And baniſh'd from theſe bow'rs, my ſoul had thus 


Breath'd out her anguiſh—Ye bleſt ſhades adieu, 
To ſooth no more my ſultry ſteps each eve; 
Farewell ye lov'd retreats, ye pleaſing toils, 

Ye ſoft amuſements of my rural hours! 

Who now ſhall teach the mantling vine to claſp 
The weddedelm ? who guide the woodbind's bough 
With yon green limes, to arch into a ſhade ? 
Whoſe hand ſhall rear the drooping flow'r, to meet 


The ſun's warm ray, and fip the dew of morn ? | 
Who teach the young eſpalier how to bend | 


Into a.canopy ? who guide the ſilver rill 


To the parch'd fibres of the with'ring roſe z 
Renew her bloom, and fringe her leaves with gold? 
Had treaſon not been forc'd to ſheath the blade 


Of her red reeking ſword, to drop the ſteel 


Her fury brandiſh'd o'er theſe realms of peace. 


For the ſoft muſic of the wood and vale, 


The trumpets ſound and thunder of the war 
Had pierc'd each ear, and chill'd each drooping 


heart. | . 
The eye now pleas'd with nature's beauteous ſcenes, 
Inſtead of theſe had only view'd the wrecks 
Of ruin—cilies girt and compaſs'd round | 
» | e With 
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With perjur'd troops, and whelm'd 1 in ſmoke and 
flames ; 
The fruitful field with deſolation cloath'd, 
} ..d the dire view of garments roll'd in blood; 
The virgin's ſigh unheard ; the ruffian's ſteel 
Drench'd in a father's or a brother's gore. 
Inſtead of chearful peace, with olive crown'd 
Sheltring our bleſt abodes; or her, who holds 
Th” impartial ſcale of juſtice in her hand; 
Her brandiſh'd ſword fell Tyranny had wav'd, 
And Slav'ry over the realm had clank'd her chain. 
In vain the grape had redden'd to the ſun, 
Open'd her purple cluſters, and in vain _ 
Pour'd out her gen'rous juices, to make glad 
The heart of man—to chear the mourner's brow ! 


3 Tf like a harpy, hov'ring o'er the bow], 


Fell Tyranny had ſtood and ſnatch'd the draught 


From the parch'd lip of induſtry and care! 


But ſee ! the ſun declining, to make way 


| 4 For night's approach, has ting'd the weſtern clouds, 
: Z And ſkirted round each vapour's edge with gold; 
In darkneſs now he ſhrouds his vaniſh'd beams, 

| i ; And night aſcending mounts her ſab'e throne ! 


7 How chang'd! how gloomy ev'ry ſcene that plow'd 


| 35 So late with beauties !—Eartkly ſcenes divine! 


Ts Faint and more faint the ſick'ning ſplendors die, 
x bat ſtreak'd yon ſkies ; a low ring ſadneſs hides 
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Each flow'r's expiring luſtre; while the gold 
That edg'd the gay carnation, flames no more; 


Each object wearing one ſad mournful hue, 


Such would the aſpect ſeem of all the ſcenes 


Of joy and beauty chearing now her iſle, 


If Britain doom'd to arbitrary ſway, 

E'er bends her humble knee to lawleſs pow'r. 
While muſing lonely, fee ! the lamp of day 

Shoots headlong in the weſtern wave, to cool 

His fiery chariot—ſee the ſhade extends, 

And lengthens as he ſinks ; his ample orb 


| Juſt hanging o'er the ocean's verge, yet ſhews 


His face more ample. Thus each mercy lent 


By heav'n to man, while preſent and enjoy'd, 


Is lightly valu'd ; but more highly priz d | 
The moment it is loſt—See now he ſinks 
Beneath the duſky world, yet ſtill bequeaths, 
To chear the earth, ſome languid ſtreams of light, 
Fleeting and ſhort, like other joys of man; 
Now his rays tremble weakly thro? the air 
The moment I am gazing they expire 


 Ev'n twilight now retires, and leaves the world 
To the dark empire of its ſiſter night. 7 
What has one moment done? how ſudden low'r'd 


The beauteous face of nature; ev'ry tree, 
Each fow'r that lately open'd to the morn 
ir: bloom and luftre, ſhine no more to chear 4 
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The eye of man; each animal now joins 

With objects all inanimate, to moan 

The ſun quite loſt; whatever ſweet, or fair, 

Or pleaſing o'er the face of nature ſmil'd, 

Now wears a ſullen gloom; ſportive no more 

Along the verdant lawns the lambkins play, 

Or friſk in gameſome rings—the ſhepherd tir'd, 

Impoſes filence on his well-tun'd reed; 

And ſooths with mellow notes the vale no more. 

No warbling ſound is heard, no muſic breathes, 

But what the lonely plaintive ſtock-dove pours 

Along the night, to woo her liſt'ning mate, 

That ſits and hears with joy her mournful ſong. 
Should man be vain at this dread midnight hour 

When ſilence reigns, the heav'n and earth would join 

To chide his levity this awful gloom 

Should lift his ſoul on Contemplation's wing, 

Sedate and ſolemn as the cloſing day; 

Howe'er his ſocial hours each eve are chear'd 

With harmleſs pleaſures, let each night, array'd 

In her dark ſable habit, toll the bell | 

That wakes reflection, and grave thought inſpires. 

Say, can the ſoul, which hovers o'er the tomb 

Each dreadful moment, chuſe a part more wiſe, 

Than ſtealing from the giddy crowd, reflect 


On life's ſhort date, its nearneſs to the grave; 
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How ſoon eternity begins, how vaſt | 

| | The debt ſhe has to cancel, e'er her peace 

Is ſign'd in heav'n, which mercy ſcarce can fign ; 
| Her guilt how weighty—and how weak her pow'r? 
lt When now the ardors of the ſultry day 
| 


Abate, how pleaſing and how cool the eve; 
Enliven'd nature feels its balmy pow'r, 
Which lends new vigour to the enfeebled ſteer, 
Freſh verdure to the plant; the fragrant air 
{it Now cheriſh'd with its ſoft and genial dews, 
Receives new force, exerts a ſtronger pow'r 
| To animate the beauteous births that cloath 
The tree, the garden, and the vernal field; 
T' expand the lilly, and unfold the roſe ! | 
This nature's great alembick, which diſtils ; 
Its ſov'reign cordial; the refreſhing ſhow'r ; 
Now wakes to life the vegetable world, 
With the rich moiſture pouring from its urn ! 
ll Did the ſun always dart its fiery ray 
[8 To parch the glebe, its ſultry beams would dry, 
1 Or diſſipate, e'er yet compact, the dews 
That fall each cooling eve, before they form 
li The ſilver drops that hang on ev'ry ſpray. 
| Each wind, the gentleſt breath that fans the air, 
Would diſunite the vapours, and the ray 
Inceſſant, into exhalations turn! 4 
5 But cheriſh'd by the ſtillneſs of the night, 4 
Condenſing 
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Condenſing by its coolneſs, they compoſe | 
That temper'd rich humidity, which chears 
The earth, as ſleep exhilarates the ſoul ! 

Such are thy charms, oh ſolitude divine! 

The world a troubled ſea ; and who can build 
A ftable purpoſe on the rolling wave ! 

The world a ſchool of wrong, and who that reads 
Its fatal lectures, does not feel his ſoul 

Warp'd to its influence? on this glaſſy main 
How quick and how inſenſibly we ſlide 

From virtue, and each purpoſe of the heart, 
Prompting to pious acts - ſome ſacred truth 


Which yeferday impreſs'd upon our ſoul 


In lively characters, is now obſcur'd, 

Perhaps defac'd for ever! while we tread 

This dangerous ſcene, ſome noble purpoſe wrought 
By heav'n within our breaſt, by folly's charm 
Is damp'd, is ſhaken, and at laſt o'erthrown, 
Some vanity, which oft with ſacred vows 


We ſolemnly renounc'd, again enſlaves 


The heart, and binds it faſter in its chains. 


Bay beauty! does thy ſweetneſs want a power 
Io touch the ſoul, and wake the warm defire ? 


How often has the tongue of flatt'ry dropt 


3 Its luſcious poiſon in our liſt'ning ear, 
i | And ſwell'd us into pride? How oft a look 
EF Ot diſreſpect, a guſt of paſſion rais'd | 
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22 CONTEMPLATIONS Book J. 
Within our boſom ? Ah how ſoon betray'd | 
Our virtue! Of ſo delicate a thread 
Our innocence 1s woven, that it breaks 
Or withers in the crowd, that taints its bloom. 
We cannot touch the world without a ſtain ! 
We ſee, we hear with danger ! Ev'ry ſcene 
From life to death, from childhood to the tomb, 
Except theſe ſhades, alluring us to ill. 
Here peace and ſafety dwell, no buſy cares, 

Nor bold intruding follies &er moleſt 
Theſe glooms, frequented only by the wiſe. 
Here filence holds the door againſt the tongue 
Of biting ſlander, and the nauſeous tales 

That madneſs utters o'er the midnight bowl ; 
Hence the vain ſwarm of images are chas'd, 

The giddy phantoms that beſet us round 
Amidſt life's gugaw vanities, which drive 
And baniſh from the ſoul each ſerious thought, 
Nurs'd only in theſe guilteſs filent ſhades. 
Say, can my heart a wiſh more ardent pour 
To heav'n, than penſive in theſe glades alone 
To drop each thought of earth—my ſoul untaught 
'To muſe on any ſcene beneath the ſky. 
Then, when the hand divine lets fall the veil 
Of night, Which ſhuts the world from mortal's 

view, 

To learn that uſeful ſcience only . 
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Book I. on the NIGHT. 23 


In ſacred wiſdom's ſchool, MysELF TO KNOW, 
Here undiſturb'd and free, the ſoul at eaſe, 
May rally all her diſſipated powers; 

Virtue long exil'd from the ſoul, regain 

Her native energy This ſolemn hour 

Heav'n gives the mind to blot out all her ſtains, 
The fell contagion which example ſpreads 
Where'er it breathes its poiſon ; in this calm 
Retirement, let me ſtrive to cruſh the foe, 
The rebel in my heart ; tho? not to gain 

A crown, a conquelt priz'd beyond a crown, 
A victory ver myſelf.—Throng then ye poor 
Ambitious ſlaves the levees of the great, 

To awful grandeur bend the trembling knee ; 
To ſolitude my viſits ſhall be paid, 

Each ſolemn eve, which warms the raptur'd ſoul 
With extacies more ſweet than the gay ſcenes 
The buſkin'd theatre preſents to view ; 

Than all the pageant honours which a throne, 
The gaudy titles which a crown beſtows. — 
Calld I this ſolitude ? Am J alone? 


Ah check the impious thought ? tho” ſever'd far 


From the world's eye, and earth's tumultuous joys, 
Tread I alone this cool ſequeſter'd ſhade ? 
Millions of flaming ſpirits walk their round 
Unſeen ; this hour patrolling thro? the gloom 


. They 
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They watch my nightly walk and join their voice 

Wich mine, to ſing the great Creator's praiſe! 
Their golden wings perhaps they now expand 


To ſhield me from the terrors of the ſhade; 
From the blue peſtilence that flies by day, 

Or the keen ſhaft by night that wings its ſpeed ! 
Theſe heavenly guards, who joy in human joy, 
The convert hail, by penitence redeem'd 


From death to life! and with a pious care 
Support the good man's ſteps ; to this receſs 


They follow us, unmark'd, may be our guides 
Each ſolitary moment, while we muſe 
Obſerv'd by nought but heav'n's all- piercing eye, 


Beneath the roof of this cool nightly ſhade, 


What ſolemn thoughts do theſe dark ſcenes 
_ inſpire; | | 


What reverential awe ſubdues the ſoul, 
And wakes it into wonder, while it views 


Itſelf the care of Gods; by night, by day 


Heaven's flaming miniſters, the guards of man. 


With the ſame trembling ſteps, I tread the gloom, 
As when beneath the venerable roof, 
Or nigh ſome hallow'd temple's ſacred ſhrine 


I move, and own within the Godhead thron'd. 
Be aw'd my heart! to theſe {till cool abodes, 
Bring nought but chaſte affections, pure deſires, 
Pride humbled, ev'ry ruffling paſſion calm'd. 
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Book I. on the NIGHT. 25 
Let fancy paint, and image to the mind 
No vain or looſe ideas, to eſtrange | 
'The ſoul from virtue—breathe no wiſh my ſoul, 
But what an angel, or a God may hear. 

'Tis poſſible I now am compaſs'd round 
With witneſſes inviſible, who read 
Each thought my heart is forming, and attend 
The ſtilleſt whiſpers which my ſoul ſuggeſts, 
Be this a doubt, be angels far or nigh ; 
Heaven's God is preſent, and 1s always near. 
That dreadful power who built the heav'ns, who 
ſtrew'd N 


The firmament with ſtars; ; who whitls each day 


Tien thouſand worlds along the flaming ſky ; 


To whom, with faces veil'd, the cherubs bow, 
And tremble, as they near approach his throne ; 


5 That God ſurrounds, ſupports, pervades me— 


gives 


Tuhat life I now enjoy; in whoſe kind ſmile 
I.ulive, by whoſe tremendous frown I die! 


The world's wide circuit, all the heav'ns 
ſurround 


- Beneath their canopy ; the broad expanſe 

; 1 Of nature, ſtretch'd from earth to meet the ky, 
_ Built by the hand divine, a ſeat to hold 

| = The Godhead thron'd—yet in theſe ſilent ſhades 
© Shut from the vie w of ev'ry human eye, 
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26 CONTEMPLATIONS Bock I. 
I ſtand before his majeſty reveal'd 0 
And viſible, oft as my vows I pour 

At his dread fhrines, or at his altars bend. 


Where'er I worſhip then, whene'er I kneel, 
Oh, pay, my ſoul, that homage which is due 


To him who built theſe worlds, and built for thee; 5 


In ev'ry ſtage of life from youth to age, 
Feel no ambition, only how to pleaſe ; 
No happineſs, but to enjoy his ſmile. 
How raptur'd and ſublime the Hebrew's ſtrain, 
Teaching the heart to tremble at that eye 
Which looks all nature through; and, at one view, 
Piercing the earth, the ſea, th? unbounded ſkies, 
Can penetrate alike, both light and ſhade! 
Attend the ſolemn ſong—with dread attend! 
6 _ Whither, my ſoul, when fearful to behold, 
The Deity enrag'd, canſt thou repair? 
„Where hide thee, that his eye may not purſue ! 
If with the light'ning's haſte, or tempeſt's ſpeed, 
I chuſe the morning's wing, and climb the vaſt 
Sublime of heav'n, there cloth'd in pureſt light 


| „The Godhead fits enthron'd—or ſhould my fear 


« Tranſport me to earth's centre, deep below; 

& There, in the dreary depths of hell is rear'd 

« His dark pavilion, awful in the ſhades ; 

« If to the eaſtern climes I rove, where firit 

« The roſy morn awakes, or to the welt | 
| « Fly 


8 * _ 
„ inde nn LY Eon TOES 


2 Nn aw r NN 
C/ / SO EROS $5} 


Sex \ 


. 3 
r 


Eo red 


n 
27% 


* een N 
A = a! . 2 N WI 1 
E SO ions IF RE IR 


2 


Book J. on the NIGHT. 27 
« Fly ſwifter than, oh ſun ! thy ſwifteſt ray; 
No climes, no heights above, or depths beneath, 
The air, the ſky, the deep abyſs, that holds 
4 « The bounded ocean, all too thin to ſkreen 
1 75 % My footſteps from his eye, who with a glance 
"is Cuts thro' ten thoufand worlds—yet try once 
Ty «© more, 
If on the wings of thought thou canſt convey 
„ Thyſelf, beyond creation's utmoſt bounds ; 
To ſpaces which the ſun has never view'd ; 
« Flere circled with immenſity divine, 
«© Or clos'd within the hollow of his hand, 
&« gaze and dread to meet a God fo near!“ 
Pleaſing, yet dreadful truths ! let ev'ry line 
You dictate, be cloſe woven in my heart; 
Till faith, and my exiſtence ſeem but one. 
While gently gliding down the ſtream of life, 
(My ſtudy only wiſdom's ſacred page) 
I learn the heav'nly ſcience to diſdain 
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The frantic world's amuſements, cuſtom's toys. 

Teaching each thought to dread that awful power, 

Hid, and inviſible to mortal fight ; 

By faith, and reaſon's eye, how clearly ſeen. 
Thoſe are the happy few, and bleſt alone, 

Who live convinc'd of heav'n's omniſcient pow'r, 

And taſte the joy of its endearing ſmile! 

If dangers threaten, or if ills ſurround, 


See 


23 CONTEMPLATIONS Bock I. 
See the kind parent near, to huſh their cares; 
And o'er their head to throw the guardian ſhield. 
Dares man complain his lonely hours are ſpent 

In ſolitude each day, without a friend; | 
When preſent and converſing with a God. 
The nobleſt fellowſhip—who chears each thought, 
When open'd to the ſoul in all his pow'r; 
In mercy ſhining, or with vengeance arm'd. 
Say, does man ſigh, when chuſing to retire 
From the world's ſerious follies, from each ſcene 

Of buſy life ; which while it pleaſes, tires. 

Oh rather bleſs the change, from vain to wiſe ! 
Here, in theſe guiltleſs ſhades to muſe alone 
On nature's God, the raptur'd ſoul inſpires 

With pureſt joys—chaſte, noble, and divine; 
| While, proſtrate on our bending knees, we breathe 

Our vows in ſecret to that lining pow'r, 
Who in the ſtilleſt whiſper reads the ſoul. 

What tranſport doth the pious boſom feel, 
Which ſpreads its various woes before the throne, 
Th' indulgent eye of heav'n? which pours its tears 
Into that pitying breaſt, which takes delight 
To ſooth the ſad, the wounded heart to heal. 
When ſafe beneath the cov'ring of his wing, 
We drop all human friendſhips, in exchange 


For joys more {weet, for pleaſures more divine; 
| | Poſieſs'd 


A 


Book I. on the NIGHT. 29 
Poſleſs'd of theſe, we touch the gates of heav'n, 
And almoſt taſte its bliſs before we die ! 

A ſilence how profound now wraps the world! 
Each breath is noiſe ; the gently-ſliding wheel 
That moves the watch's hour, diſtinctly heard! 
Each whiſper is a ſound—the din no more 
Perceiv'd, which from each ſtreet the city pour'd. 
His rural reed now huſh'd, the ſhepherd leaves 
Untun'd and filent, at the midnight hour! 

Nor from the ſpray or grove the muſic heard 
Breath'd from the nightingale's ſmooth plaintive 
All nature calm'd to reſt, each lip is ſeal'd; I tale. 
Not the leaſt whiſper vibrates thro? the air, 

Or motion ſtirs the leaf, or ſleeping bough ; 
Eccho herſelf without a voice ; the ear 
Expanded, tries in vain to catch a ſound, 

And hears no more than what the liquid fall 

Of murm'ring rills o'er pebbled beds convey |! 

In this deep filence, at thts folemn hour 
That drops a curtain o'er the eye of day, 

Should the laſt rrump the ſleeping world alarm, 
(Loud rival to the thunders of the ſky). 
How dread the blaſt ! how awful were the ſound, 
Swell'd by the breath of angels, to amaze 
Man's heart, the moment that it rends the air, 
ay then, my ſoul! can thy weak feeble pow'rs, 
Suſtain the ſhock, when burſting thunders roll 
Thro? 


4% CONTEMPLATIONS Book J. 


Thro' earth, thro' heav'n, thro? ſeas and flaming 


N ſiies ? 
| 1 | _ Whenlight nings dart their 13 and as hey blaze, 
ö it | The ſtartled dead awake, the living die! 
\ When ſick'ning nature drops a tear, and all 
| | l The jumbling elements, diſtin no more, 
| 1 | Mix in one gen'ral maſs !-—Tremendous ſcene ! 
Ms. j That ſtuns each ſenſe; each trembling eee 
1 | confounds, 5 
1 | Shaking the heart of man; prepare to meet 


Thy God, my ſoul ! be humbled in the duſt 
Each day before him—if the righteous few | 
Are hardly ſav'd, where ſhall the ſinner fly 

In that dread hour, at that alarming call, 

That opes the grave, unbars the gates of death, 
Rouzing the mould'ring tenants of the tomb, 

Who long have ſlept in undiſturb'd repoſe, 

Vp from their marble manſions ! Shall the ſound 
Pour'd from the angel's trump, not pierce the ear, 
Nor thro? the ear dart terror to the heart; 
Which thund'ring from the . of heav'n, 


ſhall ſhake 
| The pillars of the rended earth, and reach 
0 The deep receſſes of hell's gulf below ? 
Il | | How will the crowd, devote to wrath divine, 
| 1 Recieve th' alarming ſummons to a bar 
k More dreadful—Wiſely thou my heart attend 
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Action and life but now, in various cares, 


Book I. on the NIGHT. 31 
The whiſp'ring voice within, which bids thee cloſe 
With thoſe kind mercies which a bleeding God, 
A victim Saviour courts thee to enjoy! 

When thou can'ſt call a Deity thy friend, 

The midnight cry ſhall all its terrors loſe ; 

And the laſt trump be muſic to thy ear! 


Welcome and ſweet to thy reviving clay, 
Like freedom on the fetter'd ſlave beſtow'd : 


This the great import of the ſolemn ſound— 

« Ye tenants of the duſt, awake and ſing !” 
How ſtill the world in this dread filent hour! 

The pulſe of nature ſeems to beat no more! 

Night dropping her brown curtain from the cloud, 

Like a ſtrong opiate cloſes ev'ry eye, 

And from its toil each wearied arm relieves, 


Themſelves exerted ; ev'ry crowded ſtreet 
Swarm'd with a buzzing throng, the country round 
A ſcene of ſweat and duſt, the ſever'd air 

Cut by the fleeting wing of birds and bees ; 

Art with her piercing eyes new ſyſtems form'd, 
New ſchemes explor'd, while Induſtry awake 
Dipp'd her broad oar, or ply'd her buſy loom! 
But ſee, how chang'd the ſcene, the ruſtic's voice 
In the deep furrow'd fields is heard no more: 
The ſteer quite languid, with the ſetting ſun, 
Preſſes the graſſy couch; the winged choir 
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32 CONTEMPLATIONS Book I. 


For ſleep repairing to their neſts of down ! 
A face of deep and dead repoſe has ſeiz'd 


The univerſe ; while wearied winds forget 


To ſtir the grove, and gently moving gales 


Have fann'd themſelves to reſt ; the ſhaking leaf 


Of the all-filver'd aſpin, waves no more! 


Oh! ſuch ſhall be the awful ſcene, yet far 
More awful and momentous, when the ſhades 
Of that long ev'ning, which ſo cloſe purſues 


Death's waſting footſteps, ſhall their cov'ring 


ſpread 
O'er a devoted world—This day, this hour, 
Proftrate thyſelt before heav'n's golden throne, 
While mercy has an ear; the ſhrouded dead 
When mix'd with duſt, and coffin'd in their urn, 


Forbid to ſend a ſigh, or pour a groan 


Up to the gate of heav'n, which death has cios d 


And barr'd for ever: the dark ſilent tomb 


Ne'er breathes a ſorrow, never drops a tear; | 
Shed only from the ſinner's waking eye. 

When the dark curtain falls, that ſhuts the ſcene 
Of the world's theatre, the play is o'er ; 


No ſecond ſtage allow'd to act again > 
The ſerious farce of life—the ſentence then 


Pronounc'd—Ye pious, ever pious live! 
Ye guilty, with your guilt, be ever ſtain'd, 
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; Againſt another figh, another pray'r! 


Book I. on the N 10 HT. 33 


If ſo, my ſoul, oh catch the flying hour f 
The only moment lent thee to ſecure 

The bliſs of heav'n, thy virtue's ſure reward. 
Each ſand that drops from thy ſtill ebbing glaſs 


Is loſt for ever—And ſhall want of thought, 


Or pleaſure's ſmile, ſtill lull thee on the down. 
Of vain ſecurity ? Start then my ſoul, 


EKRouze from thy ſleeping trance, life's waking 


dream ! | 
Improve the ſced-time of the preſent hour, 
To reap the harveſt in the fields of light, 
Blooming and freſh for ever; think in time 


; This day, this preſent moment loſt, may loſe | | 
Eternity, and bar the doors of heaven 


How quick the day is vaniſh'd! ah! how near 


7 Its haſty ſetting to its early dawn ? 
Inſenſibly its moments ſlide away, 


Silent and unperceiv'd; where'er we roam, 


Hlowe'er employ'd, when waking and in dream, 


Time wings its rapid courſe, purſues its flight, 
Thro' day, thro' darkneſs—Tho? man's heedleſs 


Marks nor its fiery progreſs, yet the ſun [eye 
That meaſures out our life, ſtill rolls along, 

And in its ſwiſt career and ceaſeleſs round 

LE Whirls all our weeks and months and years 


away; 


V OL, ; 5 # (: Writes 


34 CONTEMPLATIONS Bock I. 
Writes ev'ry hour in the records above, 
That guilt has ever loſt, or virtue claim'd ; 
Dread witneſſes, whoſe voice ſhall fix our doom, 
Conſigning us to dungeons or a throne ; 
A paradiſe of bliſs, or lake of fire |! 

Shall man complain of time's ſlow tardy wing, 
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f Or weep his pinions can no faſter fly; 
| | | Try ev'ry art t' accelerate its ſpeed, 
Mill! And drive its headlong torrent faſter on ? 
lf 90 Tho' the ſwift bark moves ſlower than the day, 
| "8 Scarce equall'd by the eagle's rapid flight 
| ji 1 Leaving the blaſt behind, Whene'er he cleaves 
| 3 The cloud, and darts upon his trembling prey 3 
Wil! Time now is fled—loſt all its fleeting hours! 
| | | pa How ſhort a ſtay the fugitive has made ? 
| | ll Juſt like the modiſh dame, who courtly pays 
| If Her viſit, takes her ſeat—then bids adieu. 1 
ö I's Behold, thro” fancy's mirrour, what a ſcene : 
| | | The phantom opens, ample, wide, and fair, 
| NI Hach golden minute, bearing, as it flies, 
10 | 
| 1 Imaginary raptures on its wing; 
| Il PFlatt'riag my fond deluded heart with dreams 
| | ; Of laſting pleaſure—but alas, how ſoon 
| it; | This fairy Eden to a waſte is turn'd ? 
| 4 | The diftant landſcape, ſpacious, ample, green, ; 
10 1 Which ſporting fancy drew, weigh'd in the ſcale | 
1 9 
hl! of 


Bock I. don de NIGHT, 35 


5 'Of cool experience, ſhrinks and dies away. — 


Sach to the maſt-man's eye, his bark with ſeas 
1, 2 And ſkies ſurrounded, ſeems Britannia's ſhore 
Auer cliffs now fink, now leſſen, now are loſt, 
1 As from the rounded top on which he ſtands 
1, Hie throws a laſt fad look, and bids adieu 


5 While mingling both, as farther he retires, 
The cloud and land are one how clearly now 


| Say, what is Pleaſure! Folly's eldeſt child; 
y! Begot by Error, nurs'd by Phrenzy's dream, 
gt Like the thin bubble dancing on the wave, 


Shining, but empty—reaſon breaks it quite, 


One ſerious thought diſſolves its glitt'ring round; 


. N nd turns it into nothing—let the mind, ; 
, pe y ſage conviction taught, at laſt believe 
| Nothing, the ſun beholds in all his round, 
Abiding here, or durable, or ſtrong, 
me Our fortreſs only duſt, our rock but ſand) 


Fill mounting up yon heav'ns from out the tomb 
Eternity our ſtable bliſs ſecures : 2 | 
reen, 1 he cable of man's life a twiſt of air, 


e ſcale if Ine breath diſſolves, or thread by thread unweaves 
Ihe feeble texture at a truth fo rude 
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36 CONTEMPLATIONS Book I. 


And fo uncourtly, youth, perhaps may ſmile— 


Hear then this truth confirm'd by ſober age; 


While ripe for death, and bending to the grave, 
The hoary * ſage in ſadneſs thus complains 
_« 'T'wice forty winters, evil all, have roll'd 
« Ofer this declining head; theſe cheeks have 
«© plow'd | 
«© With furrows—whiten'd ev'ry hair to ſnow; 
No night unpain'd ; no day without a tear! 
« A life ſtretch'd out to ſuch a period ſeems 
« Of long duration to unheeding youth, 
« Swelling a day, a moment, to a year; 
„To me how ſhort, how tranſient, who have try'd 
« The ſad experiment? To me, each year 
« Fleeting as is the ſhadow that outflies 
«© The eaſtern wind ; methinks, tis but to-day | 
« Were dropp'd my childiſh toys — -ſo ſmall a 
Wb 
« *Twixt life and death, the cradle and the . 
«« The Infant ſmiles, and, in a parent's arms 
„While ſmiling, fate enwraps him in a ſhroud. 


Theſe folemn truths experienc'd age has told, 
By heaven preſcrib'd, and vouch'd by reafon too; 
Make the ſame count of time in its career 


fob. 
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Advancing, as the thought convinc'd will frame, 
When life's ſwift gliding ſands are juſt run down: 
And e'er its ſhuttle yet has paſs'd the loom, 

Oft aſk thy heart, how weighty is the charge 
That heav'n aſſigns, the moments yet how few, 
Lent to compleat the duties it commands! 

Haſt thou ne'er mark'd the pious few, who chuſe 
To ſtamp their Maker's image on the ſoul, 

Full beam'd with heav'nly beauties, zeal and love 
And purity divine? Oh ftrive to write | 
The fair example deeply on thy heart, 

Without an hour's delay—the fleeting ſand 


try'd That fill'd thy glaſs is half already fall'n 

And the ſmall pittance left how ſoon to fall ! 

Tell then thy ſoul, e'er yet it wings its flight, 
day What dread events are on one moment hung; 
mall a þ The preſent hour that flies may be her laſt; 

; Bear her to endleſs bliſs, or endleſs woe ; 

grave! f Circled with glory, or a wreath of flame: 
ms The ſcale tho' even now, one virtue more, 
roud. Or vice, may lift to heav'n, or ſink to hell. 
e Suppoſe thy cunning, to evade a while 
d morn Death's ſtroke, had made a cov'nant with the orave, 
told, To ſtretch life's period to a patriarch's age, 
on too; 


How ſhort would ſeem that lengthen'd ſpan, 
how ſoon | 


The wax would melt, the mould'ringleaſe expire? 
Cc 1 5 Exten. 
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Extend the time of life, yet farther ſtill, 
Have thou and nature but one common doom; 


Survive to hear the groan the world ſhall pour 


When all its tenants in one gen'ral blaze 
Shall mix confus'd, and ſigh to heav'n in vain ! 
That hour, already near, is fix'd above 
See the dread ſcroll uplitted to the ſky ! 
The great arch-angel ſhews the warrant fign'd 
By heaven's own hand——T hat time is now no more 4 
Try then, vain man, to ſtill the mighty ſound, 
To reſpite the world's fate, and nature's doom; 
An empire's wealth unable to recall 
The f$ix*d decree, or change the ſentence paſs'd, 
Both ratify'd above, without appeal. | 
Was ever blaſt fo full of terror pour'd ? 
So deep and loud, with ſuch amazement arm'd ! 
| 
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The mighty ſound, denouncing not the fall 

Of hounded empires, (an ignoble prey 

For wrath divine incens'd) foretells the doom 
Of all the ſun e'er view'd beneath the ſky ; 
Strikes off the wheels of nature, and of time, 
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Bids ages ceaſe, and generations roll 


No longer, with one potent voice configns 
A world to diſſolution and to flames. | 
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Wit Chide if thou wilt the arrow's tardy flight, 
{ [ When bounding from the ſtring ; or ſweep away 
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The orient gem, as refuſe of thy ſtore; 
| | Throw 
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Throw majeſty aſide, lay crowns in duſt, 

And ſpurn the golden circle from thy brow, 

Nor yet be blam'd—But ah! thy ſacred hours 
(Grav'd in heav'n's annals with a point of ſteel) 
Waſte not in vain—far beyond gems or crowns 
Their awful value; bearing to the ſky 

Reports each day of all we act below: 

If well improv'd, ſure pledges of our bliſs, 

If loſt, the ſad preſages of our woe. 


END of the FIRST BOOK, 
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CON TEMPLATIONS 
| ON THE 
N 1 © It. ©. 


BOOK. 


AT OW darkneſs on its brown noQurnal car 
Shadows the drowſy world; nor falls at once, 
But ſteals with gradual ſteps upon the day, 
Which ſlowly from its rival night retires, 
While ſuak beneath the ocean's verge, the ſun 
Still beams a glimm'ring twilight round, to cheer 
The univerſe, enlightning, tho' unſeen. 
How ſlow the ſhades advance! how gently ſeize 
That golden ſeat where Light was late enthron'd ! 
Nature had ſicken'd, and confeſs'd her fear, 
Had the bright ſplendor of the day been loſt 
At once in midnight's gloom ; creation's ſelf 
Perhaps had ſtood amaz'd, nor could man's eye 
Without a pain have borne the ſudden change. 
How kind the Night, thus climbing to her throne 
By gentle ſteps; how decent her approach! 
wy e | | Sending 
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Sending her harbinger, the twilight gleam 
Before her, to proclaim her viſit near; 
That man, to meet the ſtranger might prepare, 
And without dread expect th' approaching ſhade. 
How bounteous and profuſe the hand which ſheds 
Its various gifts on man; how kind its pow'r ? 
The fweet viciſſitudes of night and day, 
Of toil and reſt, the ſeaſons fix'd return, 
Each dying into each ; the vernal flow'r 
In winter hid, and, op'ning, with the ſpring 
That paints the mead, makes vocal ev'ry grove ; 
How wiſe the ſchemes of heav'n! how bleſt each 
change, 
All plann'd by love divine, that n man may taſte 
That fleeting life with joy its breath inſpir'd. 
A thouſand prowling monſters now the night 
Calls from their foreſt dens along the ſhades 
They pace majeſtic—death is in their eye; 
While ſtung with hunger, panting to embrue 
Their Jaws in blood, they roam their dreadful 
--  roonds; 
The trembling ſwain, benighted i in the has 
Now ſtands aghaſt, to hear the midnight yell 
Of wolves and panthers, and the lion's roar! 
He ſtarts at ev'ry ſound, the ſofteſt breeze 
Is thunder in his ear—he turns his eye 
Tow'rds his lov'd cottage now, where ſlumb'ring 
lies The 
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The cradled infant, gently lulPd to reſt 
By its fond mother, partner of his cares; 
Who trembling for his life, and bath'd in tears, 
In her low cell awaits his wifh'd return. 
Nor thefe alone the ſavages that court 
Night's covert; other monſters who aſſume 
The form of man chuſe to frequent the ſhades ; 
And, muffled up in darkneſs, plan their ſchemes 
Of midnight murder : the hot lecher now, 
By friendſhip's ſacred duties unreſtrain'd, 
Steals to his neighbour's bed; th' aſſaſſin draws 
His ſword, to ſheath it in a brother's heart; 
While FaQion forms her dark cabals, and weaves 
Her ſecret plots, befriended by the ſhade. 
Crimes that would bluſh to view the eye of day 
Stalk boldly and audacious in the gloom, 
Secure, in folly's thought, from heav'n's ſurvey ; 
The guilt, from human knowledge, if conceal'd, 
Say, does Guiltileep conceal'd ! has the thin veil 
That ſkreens it from the view of man a pow'r 
To hide it from that piercing eye more keen 
Than the red light'ning's flaſh, and brighter far 
Than twice ten thouſand ſuns—to whom the ſhade 
Is morning, and the night a radiant day. 
In ſhade and gloomy darkneſs where we fly 
For ſhelter, lives the Deity enthron'd ; 


Who 
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Who marks each ſilent whiſ per which we breathe, 


And each cloſe purpoſe which the heart conceives. 


Twas but this moment, from the flinty ſtone 
The horſe's hoof ſtruck fire! I plainly view'd 
The ſpark at diſtance, kindling thro? the ſhade! 
Not the leaſt glimpſe of which had been deſcry'd 
Tho? near, when ſparkling in the light of day, 
So when pale ſickneſs draws th' unwelcome veil 
O'er the gay vanities that ſwell'd our heart; 
When ſome involving cloud blots out the light, 
And dims the ſplendor of our former ſtate; 


What ftrong convictions open, and diſplay 


The brighteſt truths, which in her flatt'ring ſmiles 
And fortune's ſunſhine, long had laid conceal'd ; 
Gay vice, the gawdy ſtrumpet, now reſigns 


Her ſoft allurements; and, like a fury, wears 
The grizly looks of hell, from whence ſhe ſprung! 


While Virtue, tho' beneath heaven's low'ring 
frown, | | 


Smiles in the gloom, with more than mortal charms, 


Emerging always fairer from her ſhade, 
With me, ye ſons of ſorrow, learn to prize, 


And hail each kind diſtreſs, that pours a light 
Into the ſoul, and gives her to behold 


Each bleſſing clearer, thro? a cloud ſurvey'd : 


That pow'r how kind, who always in a ſmile 


Cor ve; 
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Conveys his anger, in meer pity meant 
To kill our follies and to mend our hearts. 
But ſee, the darkneſs has quite ſnatch'd away 


Fach ſplendid object from th' admiring eye; 


All nature ſeems one diſmal blank, which hides 

Her various beauties—ah how ſoon are fled 

The lovely tinges that ſo lately glow'd 

In the gay tulip's leaf ? The bluſh expir'd 

Which beautify'd the roſe's opening bloom; 

The ſnowy hue now loſt, which late array'd 

The lily's beauteous cheek—1 throw my eye 

Tow'rds yon proud diſtant feat, but where's, alas! 

Th' aſpiring column, and wide ample dome— 

All mixt in wild confuſion. Thro' night's gloom 

The palace and the cottage ſeem but one, 

Nature's fair bloom and elegance quite loſt ; 

Of the ſame height the mountain and the vale ; 
Behold an emblem of thoſe cheerful beams, 

That ſun of glory, man's Redeemer pours 

Into the dark'ned ſoul—without whoſe rays 

Midnight would drop, and blot out ev'ry hope 

From this deſpairing boſom ; ſhould I live 

Shut from his merits, ſtranger to his love, 

What could my ſpirits cheer, even when I roam 

Thro' theſe gay beds of flow'rs, this wild of fweets, 

The opening morn or fragrant eve unfold? 

Amid creation's beauties, fortune's ſmiles, 


The 
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The richeſt gifts her kind profuſion pours 
Into her favourites lap, without a claim 
To his endearing love, would pleaſe in vain! 
With fighs and wormwood daſh'd each bitter joy, 
I—like the criminal in fetters chain'd, | 
Led thro' enamell'd fields, and flow'ry plains, 
To dye the ax, or bleed upon the wheel : 
But oh! let's view the Saviour's guſhing wound. 
'This in the midſt of darkneſs 1s a ray 
Bright'ning the raptur'd ſoul ; and this the oil 
Which gives that cheerful ſmile the aſpect wears; 
The bliſs that warms the heart, that makes each joy 
Which heaven beſtows, a joy without a tear. 
From morn to eve the wearied peaſant toils, 
His cares ſcarce ended with the clofing day! 
What balm, what ſovereign cordial is prepar'd 


To ſtring his aching nerves, and to renew 
His vigour, now exhauſted ? See the night 
Props her brown curtain from her drowſy couch 


Inviting balmy fleep to cloſe his eye. 


O'er every ſenſe whoſe kindly opiate pour'd, 
Re-kindles his loſt ardour, to ſuſtain 
The ſweat and labour of th' approaching morn. 
How kind that pitying power, who gives us reſt 
To ſocth the ſoul's difffeſs and body's toil ! 
Beneath whoſe ſhade our wearied limbs repair 
Their wonted vigour : every penſive thought 
TO | | Now 
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Now drops its load of ſorrow, pines no more: 

Lull'd in the arms of ſleep, each fretting care, 

Now ſlumbering, ceaſes to ſubdue the heart 

With anxious ſadneſs, or to nurſe deſpair. 

Without this kind recruit ; this couch of reſt 

Made ſoft by nature's hand, how ſoon the cheek 

Of hardy manhood would be furrow'd o'er 

With age's deepeſt wrinkles : oh! how ſoon 

The poring ſage be to an 1deot turn'd ! 

"Twas lately I beheld' Caſtalio, gay 

In all the bloom of youth ; with charms adorn'd, 

The faireſt nature's pencil ever drew 

Upon a virgin's cheek ; but, ah! how chang'd 

I now bemoan him ! loſt is ev'ry grace, 

Pallid and wan his viſage, wild his air! 

Raving his ſpeech; quite dimm'd his reaſon's 1i che . 
From whence this change ?—A ranger to his 

| couch, 5 | 

| Sleep that ſweet viſitor had long deny'd 

| His eyes, their needful reſt—of this bereav'd, 

The youth, whoſe cheerful gaity inſpir'd, 

E Whoſe wit enliven'd, and whoſe converſe charm'd 


Wu The ſmiling crowd, is to an object turn'd 


5 Of miſery and horror; every eye 


Lamenting what with joy it once beheld. 


What numbers live this inſtant all confin'd, 
"2 And ſighing on the bed of languor, pour 
5 5 Their 


By the quick pulſe that beats in ev'ry vein. 


How punctual at the needful hour, and pours 


A ſhade o'er nature's face, which gently wooes 
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Their ſilent woes to heav'n, for ſoft repoſe _ 
To lull their ſorrows ! Penſive they attend 

The ſtriking watch, and meaſure each ſad hour 


With tortures rack'd, how many tire the ſkies 
In begging a ſhort reſpite from their pains, 
Sigh for a moment's truce, in peaceful ſleep 
To drown their agonies. How many tore 
With dark diſquietudes that pierce the ſoul, 
Breathe out their ardent wiſhes to obtain 

A tranſient ſhort oblivion of their woes! 
What India's gems, and all her richeſt mines, 
Want power to give, on thee thy heaven beſtows ; - 
At each return of night, without a pray'r, 
Sleep, the kind welcome viſitant returns, 


Her poppies round the couch to cloſe thy eye, 
Shedding o'er ev'ry ſenſe her ſlumb'rous dews. 
How kind that Pitying pow'r, who throws 
each eve 


The eye to ſlumber; from the curtain drives 
Each ray of hurtful light, which would retard 
Its balmy bleſſing! while night's drowſy veil 
The ſoul to thoughtleſs indolence inclines ! 
Concealing every objeQ, that might keep 
The ſenſe awake, which now is huſh'd to reſt, 


While 
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While ſilence o'er the wide creation reigns. 

How gently treads each animal; how ſtill 

The Darkneſs ? Motion's ſelf almoſt at reſt ! 

While man retires to his ſoft couch, to taſte 

The ſweets of needful reſt. Juſt ſuch the care 

Of the fond mother, huſhing ev'ry noiſe, 

When folded in her arms ſhe gently lulls 

The child, fond object of her love, to reſt. 

Say, what kind pow'r, whoſe love, thoꝰ undeſcry'd, 

Still watchful for man's ſafety throws his ſhield 

Around our head each night; loſt to each thought 

Ourſelves of danger, tho' the murderer ſtands 

Cloſe by our couch; his naked ponyard drawn 

To ſheath it in our boſom! thoughtleſs we 

And unprepar'd to ward the deſtin'd blow ! 

Power how immenſe, compaſſion how divine, 

That ſends the ſilent ſhade to cloſe the eye 

In ſlumbers—then protects us, while we ſleep ! 

Reaſon now loſt, refigns her ſovereign ſway ; 

Whule fancy mounts her throne, and leads the mind 

Thro' each wild maze imagination forms! 

Falſe incoherent: images now crowd 

The frantic head, and jumble in our dreams; 

Some rambling among Fairy fields, enjoy | 

A viſionary bliſs, with garlands crown'd ; 

Their bones, tho' ſtretch'd on a damp wiſp o 
ftraw, 
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And ſhelter'd with the cobwebs of a cell, 
A pin their ſcepter, rags their royal robes, 
And motley feathers their imperial crown. 
Others, quite ſenſeleſs of their rooms of ſtate, 
Or golden canopy their couch which ſhades, 
Mourn in a dungeon, by wild fancy rais'd; 
Or pant for life, beneath the billows whelm'd, 
Where wanting power to ſtem the ſurges roll'd 
Above their heads, benumb'd with ſudden fear 
They give up ev'ry hope; and tho? reclin'd 
On beds of iv'ry, on the couch of down, 
They fink all helpleſs and forlorn, no friend 
To ſuccour, in the furious eddy drown'd. 
Such the vagaries of the rambling brain, 
O'er ev'ry ſenſe when ſleep its opiate pours, 
Nor this the only ſeafon, when the mind 
With airy ſchemes inſpir'd, her frolics plays: 
Wo Live there not thoſe, when reaſon ſeems to guide 
lf Their wiſe and prudent choice, who waking 
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dream? 
1 Theſe flatter'd by a ſmile of fortune, place 

= Life's ſolid bleſſings in a toy, a plume, 

1 A boaſted creſt, a ſtar, a garter'd knee! 

| Bloated with pride, becauſe her fineſt threads 
1 The gawdy ſilk- worm from her bowels draws 
Io“ hide their nakedneſs; others, as bleſt 

In heaps of golden lumber, happier ſtill 
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It fraud or avarice augment their ſtore, i 
Doat on the ſhining traſh ; demand a bow J 
© Obſequious from each bending ſervile knee 

To pay 'em adoration! many feed i 
On the thin airy diet of renown, i 
Feaft on the puff of wind, which flatt'ry blows, | 
And with the buz of vulgar praiſe, ſhake off | 
The man, and grow immortal; differ theſe 
In wiſdom from the ragged wretch who ſleeps 
Beneath a hedge's covert, and in dream j 


Exults, as in ſome ſtately palace hous'd ? 

Or from the ideot's phrenzy, 1n his cell 

Who link'd with binding fetters, yet in thought 
Sits on his regal ſcat enthron'd, and waves | 
His ruſhy ſcepter o'er the fancied crowd i 


Of proſtrate ſubjects, trembling at his frown ? py 
is midnight now—creating fancy views if 


| 
A thouſand flecting ſpectres thro' the gloom ; | tl 
E Hovering above the vaulted grave, where ſleeps i 
W Their mould'ring duſt, the mournful yew o'er- 5 
5 ſhades. | | | 
Dale dreary forms, with ghaſtly terrors arm'd | 
355 In awful Rate, now croſs the darken'd ſky: i 
| Otrspring of fear! and ſwifter than the ray i 
Of lightning glide along each haunted ſhade ! fl 
Z Now voices more than mortal ſeem to found ke 
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From the dark ecchoing vaults ; ; deep groans are 
heard 

To iſſue from the hollow of each tomb, | 
Striking the ear with dread ; while phantoms glide 
Swift o'er the ragged ruins of the ſhrine 
That holds their crumbling aſhes, till the morn, 
Now dawning, bids them fly the eye of day. 
The traveller benighted, paſſing o'er 
The gloomy ſpot that ſhrowds the dead entomb'd, 
Is ſhook with horror; tales of nightly ghoſts 
Hov'ring above the turf where ſleeps their clay 
Now ruſh into his thought; to aid his ſpeed - 
From the dark haunted ſhade, fear lends a wing 
He dreads a backward look, his fortune bleſt, 
If no amazing how! arreſts his ear, 
No ghaſtly ſhape his trembling eye ſurpriſe. 

Shall man then dread an airy phantom rais'd 
By fancy's mimic power, —a child, not man; 
Yet unamaz'd at heaven's tremendous frown, 
Which reaſon, which religion bids him fear, 
And turns that fear to virtue, which inſpires 
The heart with ſolemn awe of him it fears. 
'The dark and lonely walk, night's ſolemn gloom 
Where ſpectres haunt, the viſions of a dream, 
Have pow'r to ſhake man's tim'rous heart, tho? 

ſoon _ 
To drop mortality, and mount the ſkies, 
| Where 


L 
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Where none but unembodied eſſence dwells. 
Should ſome pale meſſenger, by heav'n's command 
Sent from the mournful chambers of the grave, 
Throw back the curtain at the ſolemn hour 

Of midnight, and with ghaſtly looks, and pale, 
Like Brutus? genius, nodding at thy couch 
Denounce—T o-morrow I will meet thee here— 


The firmeſt heart would ſhudder at the ſound, 
And trembling wait the dread event with pain. 


Vet when a voice from heav'n the ſoul alarms, 
Prepare to meet thy God, with vengeance arm'd ! 
How bold and unattentive we defy 
The awful ſummons thus divinely breath'd ; 
In one ſhort moment heard, forgot, diſdain'd. 
His boaſted wiſdom then let man reſin, 
Wiſdom, than folly weaker, to revolve 
On heaven's eternal king, without a fear; 
Who, tertify'd with ſpectres of a dream, 
Smiles at a God, and trembles at a ſhade! 
Learn then, my ſoul, all other terrors vain, 
To dread that awful power, who, tho' beheld 
In mercy, ſcarce is without terror view'd. 


Whoſe red right hand, with vengeance when 


array'd 


Turns pale proud victors, withers on their brow 


The fading laurel—to each otker fear 
Tho' ſtrangers long, when the hoarſe trump of war, 
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54 CONTEMPLATIONS Book II. 
The thunder of the battle call'd to arm: 2 
Vet at his awful preſence ſtruck, they fly 
To the rocks ſhelter and the mountains ſhade, 
To ſhield them from the light'ning of his eye. 
Whoſe dread majeſtic menace, when he rides 
On the ſwift cloud, or on the whirlwind's wing, 
With myriads of immortal guards to quell 
All human pride, and lay it in the duſt; 
Pale nature trembles ; worlds are drove away 
The heavens aſunder cleft no more abide 
His look, but from their angry God retire! 
Be this man's ſole ambition then, to court 
Th' Almighty's favour, and avoid his frown ' 
All terrors then committed to the wind, 
Secure he ſmiles at, and defies each fear. | 
Twas in the dead of night, when nature lay 


i Involv'd in darkneſs, which a cov'ring threw 
5 Ober the wide univerſe of thickeſt ſhade ; 

i An eaftern ſage, » all wakeful and alone, 

1 Muſing on ſubjects ſolemn, high, divine, 

0 


Was ſtartled by an awful viſion ſent 


| | To earth from heaven: the phantom ghaſtly pale 
I | Glar'd thro? the dark; a moment's pauſe allow'd 
Ul To arm his ſoul with courage to attend 

0 The meſſage without dread—* Shall wretched man, 
Jil * The heir of duſt and offspring of the clay, 
| : Its liſe a ſnadow, and his age a ſpan, 

1 | * Liz az, Too iv, „ 6 Woe 
oY 


7 — 4 7 — — 8 K % 5 » $5 
5 2 Cx a 12 r r * P * < r a =, [if 
8 „ , gs Ne TROLLS PHONE co nn P25 Oy ets >, 
. M Ye 2 eo ILL Eapnno ALIEN th 
or. LE 2 Yo rr ERC 3A. 9 „ & n 
8 FPV © 2 
N 1 * 2. SI IE n 2 J . 


Book II. on the NIGHT. NT | 


« Frail as a flow'r, and fleeting as a cloud, 
© Whoſe ſtrength is weakneſs, and whoſe thread 
of life | 


A cobweb's ray the ſofteſt breath deſtroys ; 


© Shall he aſſert, his great Creator near, 

* Himſelf or pure, or upright, in whoſe eye 
The pureft of man's race with guilt are ſtain'd ? 
« Shall the ſhort tenants of a day, an hour, 

© Boaſt their exalted virtues, or derive 

In his fight merit, who ſublime beholds 

© The heavens but droſs and dirt, his angels charg'd. 


With folly—all their luſtre but a ſhade! 


© Shall cherubs then, who bending at his throne 
« Their faces veil, and tremble as they bow, 

* Renounce all uprightneſs, yet mortals vaunt 
That purity immortals dare not claim; 


A worm, a creature of the duſt, contend 


In virtue with the offspring of the ſky ?? 

Hark! what a doleful voice! — the boding 

_ ſcream 
Diſturbs the ſilence of the peaceful gloom; _ 
"Tis the hoarſe ſcreech-ow! from the hollow oak 
That ſadly utters her nocturnal moan z 
The ſun her foe, ſhe flies the vocal grove, 
The blooming garden and the flow'ry vale, 
To her, not half ſo dear as night's brown ſhade ! 
Her fav'rite haunt, ſome ragged ruins cell, 
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55 CONTEMPLATIONS Book II. 
Or tottering wall, with ivy overgrown : 

The mould”ring precipice above her head 
Threatens to tumble; while the toad below, 
And venom'd adders, hiſſing poiſon, crawl. 
The ſprightly morning which awakes to joy 
Each creature elſe, to her no pleaſure yields ; 
The ſnade her dark and ſolitary nome, 

Which pleas'd all day, and penſive ſhe enjoys. 
Juſt ſach his fate, were guilty man allow'd 

'To enter the bright ſcenes above the ſky, -- 
Where heaven would ſeem a hell; its bliſs a pain; 
Its joys torment him—at the fountain head 
Of happineſs, nought found but pangs and ſhame! 
W hoſe voice above, could wild ambition claim 

Jo ſooth its pride? What humble knee would bow 

And bend in adoration to the vain ? 

Could the blaſphemirg lip, the venom'd tongue 

Canker'd with ſlander, taſte, or ſeel a joy, 

Joining the choirs above, that hourly pay 

Their grateſul tributes to heav'n's golden throne! 

Beauty and grandeur here muſt weep by turns; 

Mo flatterers in the temple of the ſky 

To offer incenſe to the proud and fair. 

What tortures then muſt rack the envious breaſt, 


What paſſions rend it to behold in bliſs 
iMyriads of happy beings, high enthron'd ; 
And drinking deep of each celeſtial joy ! 

| | Whatever 


Book II. on the NIGHT. 

Whatever bleſſings bloom above the ſky, 

The ſoul with innocence if unarray'd, 

Wants power to taſte; juſt like the bird of night, 
Happy and bleſt, if cover'd in his gloom ; 

Quite pain'd and penſive in the blaze of day! 

Shall then the boding ow], the raven's voice 

Croaking above our roots, our peace annoy ? 

Be tokens deem'd of our impending doom ? 

And yet the foul be careleſs to attend | 

Thoſe awful kind preſages, that are meant 

By heaven to warn us Me are ſoon to die. . 

What are theſe dark incumbent clouds that hide 

The world each night; what, but the ſable pall 
To throw o'er nature's herſe when ſhe expires! 

Emblems of that eternal night which ſoon. 

Shall ſhade the world, and all its beauties whelm 
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In utter darkneſs— What an image Sleep 
(Whoſe curtain ſoon my drowzy eye ſha!l cloſe) 


Of that entire ceſſation, when each ſenſe 

Shall loſe its function, be of uſe no more. 
The ſilent chamber and the bed of reſt 

Point to the thoughtful ſoul that dreary land, 
Where, in oblivion loſt, what pleas'd on earth 
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The eye and ear, are ſeen or heard no more. 
What meant that tongue of death, that ſo- 
lemn knell, 
Whoſe voice deep founding ſadden'd all the air? 
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58 CONTEMPLATTONS Book II. 


And burſt the door, that open'd to our heart! 


s The ſkull, the ſpade, the herſe, the crawling | 


With mournful accents laden, how it ſtruck 


It ſurely had a voice which wiſdom hears. 
A meſſage to the living from the dead, 

Its errand this to man“ In time prepare 
The dread deſtroyer of your race is nigh ! 
* Your laſt great foe to life has long begun 5 
The chace; each fieeting hour is gaining ground Fg 
« Behold the victor's ſpoils—the paths he treads 5 
« Are ſtrew'd and cover'd o'er with hills of ſlain : Ly 


* WOrm, | 

© The ſable coflin, and the wrapping ſhrowd, 
The dreadful arms that on his enſigns blaze! 1 
„A ſcythe his weapon, and his harveſt man | 5 
« This moment has his flying jav'lin laid 5 
Some victim in the duſt—whoſe point ſhall ſoon 
« Be levell'd, to transfix each mortal's heart.“ 

The charnel houſe, the manſions where the dead 
In ſilence ſleep, the marble tomb ſecur'd, 5 
Why ſhould vain curious man conſult, to read 5 


$55 


Memorials of his own impending doom! 
Where-e'er he treads, or turns his penſive eye, 
Numbers of theſe are plauted in his view, 
Point out the road that leads him to a grave, 
Man's deſtin'd end, his laſt eternal home! 
Each town I enter ſhews ſome weeping cye, 
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Book II. on the NIGHT. 50 
Some awful trophies death has lately rais'd, 
A croud of mourners grieving round the hearſe, 


Breathing their laſt adieu, as they attend 


A friend, a ſon, or parent, to the tomb. 

Above the door the black atchievements hang. 
The crape, the *ſcutcheon, and the ſable plume, 
Have each a ſolemn voice, and hint to man 
That kings and ſlaves, the aged and the young, 
Muſt quit their rooms of ſtate, and cells of clay, 
With new inhabitants to crowd their grave. 

Each hour we live, each converſe which we join, 
Death's triumphs are the melancholy theme, 
Which ſadden our diſcourſe—one, penſive, moans 
A languid friend, beyond the cordial's pow'r 
To promile longer life; one ſighs to hear 

A lov'd companion, once his boſom's joy, 
Stretch'd on the bed of death, no more to riſe ! 
Leaving his lifeleſs duſt, ſad ſcene of woe, 

For ſome kind father, or a ſon to moan. 

What ſerious lectures theſe, to warn the heart 
Of human frailty! Here the eye ſurveys 

Old age worn out with flow conſuming pains, 
Soon loſt in dearh—there the ſad tory told 

Of blooming childhood, wither'd in an hour; 
Of youth, to pieces daſh'd, all unperceiv'd 
The datt that lodg'd the victim in a tomb! 


lr each proud ſenate patriots we behold 
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Go CONTEMPLATIONS Book Il. 


Changing their ſeats judicial, for a grave: 
The born, too few in number to ſupply 
The empty room deſerted by the dead ! 
Say, what are all the ſtatues which adorn 

The room of ſtate! the images that ſhine 
And gild the proud ſaloon—our fathers buſts !_ 
Death's trophies, that in filence recognize 
The fate of others, who from out the tomb, 
Tho' dead, yet ſpeak, and tell us we are duſt! 
J hear, I feel the ſolemn truths they read, 
Confirm'd by weakned nature's ſlow decays, 
Boding its final period in a grave. : 
What are theſe pangs that dart thro? ev'ry vein, - 
The flaming fever, and the racking tone! | 
What, but th' approaches of man's cruel foe, 
Each hour advancing nearer, to befiege 
His fort of life ; how feeble to withſtand 

The onſet for a moment, when he plays 
His engines, or to batter or deſtroy. 
Are not theſe languors, the ſlow-beating vein, 
The deep-felt pangs of each revolving day, 
The ſecret ſchemes of death; tho' flow, yet ſure 
To undermine the tottering frame that holds 
Life for a while—then dooms it to the duſt. 

Shall then theſe omens, kindly meant by heav'n 

To wake a dezp attention in the ſoul, | 
Not gain belief, nor ſhake the heart with ſear? 
| Each 


Book II. on the NIGHT. 61 
Each has a language, awful, ſolemn, loud, 
And this their meſſage — Man prepare to die ! 

Ihe regal diadem, the hero's crown, 
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The wreath that proudly binds the vicdors brow, 
Be trodden in the duſt, a peace to ſign 
With nature's awful God—a nobler prize | 
Than clad in robes of ſtate to fill a throne. i 
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BOOK III. 


= OW gently Night yet ſteals upon the day 
8 In filence, mounting her nocturnal throne ! 
Beneath whoſe ſnade, now penſive and alone, 


The wakeful bird of eve begins her ſong: 
The airs how diff ' rent the ſoft ſongſter breathes . 
From thoſe the boding owl and raven pour 


— 2 8 9 7 2 — 22 1 — N ook 7 SY * * 
3 r n r * = co > Hon; 
3 MEE SORT Row —— F 
Se — 25 hd * 5 5 — : , 


* 3 on 


From their incumbent gloom, the ear to u ound 
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How various is her lay, of ev'ry grace 
Melodious miſtreſs, that can touch the ſenſe 


P te veg, my I n e 


With joy, and make the harmony divine! 

Hark ! now ſhe ſwells a ſhriller note, the ſtrain 

Now kindles into ardour ! ſtrikes the ear 

With ſuch an energy, it thinks the ſound, 

Tho? diſtant, from the neareft thicket pour'd | 
Faint and more faint anon, the minftrel breathes 

Her languid muſic, melts into a ſtrain 
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64 CONTEMPLATIONS Book II. 
Of ſofter melody—the liquid nvtes 
juſt breaking thro' the night, to touch the ear; 
Which in ſoft pleaſing accents ſeem to dye 


Along the diſtant vale, her mufic charms. 


Silence attentive hears her am'rous ſong, 
And Night ſtands liſt'ning to her thrilling tale. 
How kind an invitation this, to woo _ 
The ſoul from the mad crowd to ſteal away; 
This coy, this modeſt ſongſter entertains 
Thoſe only with her ſweet enchanting lays 
Who chuſe retirement and theſe penſive ſhades. 
Loft the ſoft melody, ſhe breathes each eve, 
To the gay giddy rioters, who glow , 
With raptures o'er the drunken midnight bowl. 
Do thou, my ſoul, ſequeſter'd from the throng, 
When night each awful ſolemn thought inſpires, 
Fly to far nobler joys ; the peace that flows 
From innocence, from faith, from death diſarm'd; 
From heav'n when fmiling, and a God appeas'd ! 
Pleaſures unfelt, untaſted by the ſoul 
In folly's giddy round that ever roves, 
Within itſelf ſtill trembling to retire ! 
Say, are we pleas'd with Philomela's ſong, 
And wiſh to hear it oft'ner, nearer ſtill ? 
The ſtubborn heart ſubdu'd, the will reſign'd, 
The peace that conſcience whiſpers to the mind, 
Inſpire the breaſt with melody more ſweet, 


A 


Bock III. 


on the NIGHT. 

A joy more pleaſing, than the raviſh'd ear 

Drinks in from Philomel's enchanting ſtrains, | 
Have crowns their weight? Are diadems a prize? 


The golden wreath that binds the monarch's brow Z 
Allow 'em each important—yet the hours 


That folly waſtes, think more important ſtill. 
The day, the night devoted to her call, 
Are join'd in one, rejoin'd, and ſcarce ſuffice 


65 


Fo end the game, in deep ſuſpence that holds 


The anxious mind, with rag ing paſſions torn; 


With fierce extremes of hope and wild deſpair! 


Supported by his crutches, there behold 


A grey-hair'd venturer, a mere child in age, 


ShuMing the pack. with a weak trembling hand: 

Sportive and gay, juſt hov'ring o'er his grave 

He ſpins the die—till death cries, Come away. 

His ample fortune tott'ring at this throw, 

The rext perhaps in fatal ruin drowns, | 
Shall man be vain, when each ſad ſcene of life 

Is darken'd with a ſullen cloud of woe? 

Each morn that riſes, bearing on its wing, 

More ills than can be number'd by the day! 

From plenty's lap, from health's gay ſlorid bloom, 

How oft has youth been ſnatch'd to pine away, 

And figh each lonely hour in tears, confin'd 

Upon a bed of. languor, thence to fall, 


(If unprepar'd, how dreadful were the ſtroke) 
Vor. I, E 


Into 


65 CON TEMPLATIONS Book III. 
Iato a gulph of flame, a ſea of fire! 
Or if not doom'd to die, more wretched ſtill! 
Himſelf his own avenger, as he turns 
His thoughts upon a life, with guilt diſtain'd. 
How ftartled at the ſhaft the conqu'ror waves, 
The bitterneſs of death approaching near! 
See how the fever rages, how it flames, 
Baffling the force of art! while furics rouſe 
The waken'd conſcience, as their ſnakes they roll 
Full in his view, and glaring ſeem to point 
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[ At the dark cell, the deep abyſs below ! 

| | Perhaps the weeping mother turns her eye, 
* (The part'ner of her bed but lately torn 

1 And raviſh'd from her breaſt) in tears beholds 
. The laſt of all ker bleoming beauteous train, 
5 The offspring of their chaſteſt love expire! 

| Ml In vain ſhe lifts his head, the cordial pours, 
. To mitigate his pangs, and ſooth his pain! 


| T' unſeal his eye, to take a laſt adieu? 

Her tender cares the period to prolong 

bn Olk fleeting life, all fruitleſs—-ſee he droops 

* Fainting, all breathleſs in her claſping arms, 
And on a parent's ſighing breaſt expires. 

| While the laſt groan that tore the ſoul away, 

'M Leaves her abandon'd to her filent woes, 

| | Without a friend to ſuccour, or to ſooth 
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Book III. 
Her mournful hours; to mix a friendly tear 
Of comfort to ſupport her widow'd age. 


While ſome thus pant for life and bend the knee 


To heav'n, to lengthen out its ſcanty ſpan ;_ 
Others quite tir'd with earth's deluſive toys, 
Sigh for a ſhorter paſſage to the tomb. 

See, if thy eye can bear the wretched ſcene, 
The fad variety of crowding woes 

Which darken human life, make death a prize ! 
Here the flow ling'ring atrophy conſumes 
The waſting victim—there the cancer gnaws 
With its relentleſs tooth, thro? ev'ry vein 
Spreads its dire venom, till at laſt it gains 

A paſſage to the heart; what numbers feel 

A rack of agonies, aſunder tore 


By the convulſive ſtone; their cheeks are dew'd 


ith falling drops, their eye-balls wildly roll! 
Ev'n night condoles with her affected ſons, 
And ſheds a tear upon their ſad abodes! 


Severe theſe pangs, more dreadful his who groans 


Beneath the preſſures of a tortur'd mind ! 

By conſcience rack'd, and darken'd by deſpair ! 
Tho! rob'd in ermine, circled with a crown, 
Lodg'd in his rooms of ſtate, and underneath 
A canopy of gold, by crowds ador'd, 

tore pitied than the exile in the mine, 
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Condemn'd for life; than the poor fetter'd ſlave, 


Tugging the oar, and to his galley chain'd. 


Ve wretched happy! joyous, without joy«! 
Gay, when in torture, ſmiling when in pain; 


Say can the ſparkling cup, the wreath that binds 


The victor's temples, when in triumph bore, 


Shed comfort on the boſom in deſpair, 


Or heal the gaſh, when conſcience gives the wound! 
Hear then what reaſon preaches to the vain |! 

Ye, Folly's eldeſt ſons, while pleaſure crowns 

The feaſt, mirth heighten'd by the neQar'd bowl; 

Mark what variety of human woes 

Quite ſour the languid ſweets, how thinly ſpread 

And ſcatter'd thro' this gloomy vale of tears; 

Where joy and ſorrow, foſter-twins await 

Man's life, by turns, how bleſt, and how forlorn. 

Ye flaves to ſenſe, who feaſt on joys that die 


When ſcarce poſſeſs'd, the phantoms of a dream, 


O tell your hearts, when luxury her {weets | 
Pours from her lap, and ſheds her odours round, 
How oft the deadly poiſon and perfume 

Mix in one draught ; the roſe how oft that crowns 
The raptur'd forehead breathes a fatal bane, 
Bitter as wormwood ; as malignant far, 

And ſharper than affliction's ſharpeſt gall ; 


Death, tho? unſeen, lurks in the drunkard's bowl; 
And in the harlot's ſoft embraces kills! 
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Book III. on the NIGHT. 89 

Fruitions theſe unenvy'd, unimplor'd 

That flatt'ring wound; which pleaſe but to deſtroy. 

Say, what thoſe ſhining ſparks which faintly 
pour 5 

A weak and glimm'ring light along the gloom ; ; 

'Tis glow-worms we behold, which on each ſpray 

Now ſhed their drops of fire, and while the ſun 

Is abſent, light their ſilver lamps to cheer 

The darkneſs, and to play a feeble beam ; 

Yet ah, how dim the ray! how ſcarce perceiv'd, 

Which ftrives in vain to diſſipate the ſhades ! 

Should ſome benighted traveller, with cold 

All chiv'ring, hover round their mimic fires, - 

Or doubtful of his way, when darkneſs ſhrowds 

The heavens, theſe languid tapers chuſe, to guide 

His ſteps along the gloom, in hopes to ſhun 

The dreadful precipice, or gulph beneath ; 


Too weak their faint and twinkling light to aid 


The wretch, bewilder'd in the wood or vale. 

Such reaſon's glow-worm-ray, ſo faint her 
pow'r, 

Thet blinds and not enlightens, till her eye 

Is open'd by that heav'nly beam, that ſhews 

The beauteous path that leads to bliſs ſupreme, 

Which reaſon uninſpir'd had never found ; 

Her truths, half errors; dark her brighteſt rays; 

Ls twilight, partly ſhining, partly ſhade. 

hs. Vhat 
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What meteor that which lights the weſtern ſky ? 

Portentous omen ! Thro? the flaming air 

It takes a fearful round with rapid ſpeed 

From world to world; fee how it trails along 

A length of fireaming fires, that dat and blaze 

O'er half the hemiſphere ; each eye ſurveys 

The bloody ftranger, child and in amaze 

Denouncing woes to man—whila ſome behold 


In the red ſtar a ſanguine flag, that glows 

Aloft, hung out by wrath divine, to pour 
Its terrors on a world, with guilt diſtaia'd! 

Some in its glaring vifage clearly read 

The fate of nations, and the threaten'd doom 


Of kings and kingdoms ; to another's eye 
It ſhook, or ſeem'd to ſhake its blazing hair 


6 That ſcatter'd famine, peſtilence and war, 
{il Heaven's great tizumvirate, to damp the joy, 
Hl And dart a terrer'thro? each human heart, 
| 1 Dread not the comet's viſit, ſince its flames 
is | | Uaboding, glitter with a harmleſs blaze ; 
[i | But let thy thought, leſs curious to enquire | 
WW Whoſe fate it threatens, what, events foretells, 
1M (The phantoms theſe of ſuperſtitious fear) 
1 ; Rather adore that mighty hand which lights 
14 Its flery orbit, guides its rapid way 
bl __ Along the fields of zther, as it rolls 
| Wh Now nearer to the glowing ſun, and drinks 
| Itz 
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| 7 Its fierceſt ardours, now retires heyond 
L This planetary ſyſtem, and is loſt 
 PMidſt other ſkies and diſtant worlds unknown! 
3 Ah then acquit the comet's orb, nor charge 
Phe deſolating plague, nor waſting war 
3 To its dread influence-—no foe to man, 


Ik̃t rolls its fiery train along the ſky! 

When virtue pines, and vice triumphant ſheds 

Its poiſon round, much ſurer omens theſe 

5 Of heavenly vengeance, and a God enflam'd : 

The far is clear'd—tis guilt the world arraigns! 
See at this midnight hour a different ſcene 


The curious wakes, the vulgar eye alarms ! 


See quir'ring in the northern ſxy, a bluze 
Of meteors kindles, with refracted beams 


Croſling each other—uow the radiant ſtreams 
Mingle and meet in one; the flaming air 

A beauteous deluge of conflicting fires, 
Which now afunder ſtart, like troops that fly 

Z Precipitate along the martial field! 

Now without motion glow; anon aſſume 

A brighter radiance, which expands their flames 
Wide o'er the hemiſphere; this hour when view d, 
Awſul and ludicrous at once, they ſeem 
The antic wild vagaries of the iy, 


=. 


Glittering but to amuſe ; the next beheld, 
The eye all dread, fuſpe ts ſome hand divine 
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Plays off the dumb artillery of the ſkies, 
The light'ning's flaſh without the thunder's noiſe, 
The ſcene was wonder firſt; *tis now amaze! 
A xen'ral pannic ſeizes all who view, 
Throbs in each heart, and turns each viſage pile. 
Tear joins the trembling crowd, which only ſerves 
To propagate the terror, while they catch 
Contagion from each other's voice and eye! 
Each ſpeaking the dumb language of deſpair ! 
Some view tremendous ſcenes aloſt, the air 7 
Crowded with warring troops; with helmets helms 


| Conflicting—helds with ſcas of gore diſtain'd ; 


And liſt ning, ſcem to hear the diſtant groans 
In their laſt gaſp from dying warriors pour'd. 


Others more pain'd, preſage more dreadful woes, 
Read in the blazing ſkies prophetic beams 


The world's extinction and all nature's doom! 
Behold, they cry, thoſe bleeding colours wav d 
Aloug the ruddy air; the period nigh, 

The fatal hour has ſtruck, which puts an end 
To ev'ry human glory! See how wan 

The blaſted ſtars appear; their dying light 
Scarce ſeen behind the meteor's ſtronger blaze! 
Anon the great arch-angel's trump ſhall ſound, 
Heard from earth's center to her diſtant poles, 
The living to affright, the dead to raiſe, 
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If then theſe waving lights, in ſtreams that play 


a Innocuous round our head, ſuch terror pour 
lato man's heart, what dread and deeper pain 
A Shall wound his aching breaſt, when wrath divine 
' |: Which holds its flames impriſon'd now, ſhall ſpread 
8 i 


Red torrents, deluges of melting fire, 

Ihe earth, and all its beauties to conſume, 

leaving a blank in nature where they burn. 

4 The day, the ſolemn day is on the wing, 

la which the heav'ns, like a parch'd-folded roll, 

The thunders burſting loud ſhall paſs away; 
Each element diſſolve, till in a blaze 

I))he world at laſt, no more a world, expires, 


| That mighty hand above, which open'd wide 
, U The windows of yon heav'n, unbar'd the folds 
* 'That held the fountains of the deep enclos'd ; 
* Shall once unlock his magazines of fire, 


& 
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Central and heavenly; from their caverns pour 
A ſecend deluge, which ſhall burſt its way, 

P Unconquer'd, unreſtrain'd, where'er it glows, 
And in one gen'ral wreck all nature ſhrowd. 


CT , . 2 = 8 ” 5 - — 4 Gi; r 0 * * ERS wa” 8 
. ——— ay — ; 22 ca A ee i ¶ ES. SE A a II A ————  —— ˙ʃ— 
' — — 3 2 N „ 3 — 4 — . — x — — — POT naman nag rs, ns ef — — - _ — — 
B... ] — —PPcCG—00—0000c0ß ccc : — TN r PE EE ER on EF do 2 ng = 

LY - ww th : * — r y 2 r 2 — - — — — — — — A — - b 


What energy muſt drive the ruſhing flame, 
The burning tempeſt with what fury blaze, 
When pow'r divine incens'd, and heavenly rage 
Breathes to inſpire the torrent as it rolls? 


The ſacred temple, the imperial dome, 
The kingly palace, and proud marbl'd tow'r, 
ED | The 
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* She brightens, and with fairer luſtre glows 


74 CONTEMPLATIONS Book III. 
The rocks eternal baſe, unſhook before, 

Shall mingle in one ſmoaking maſs, in vain 
Reſiſting where the ruddy torrent burns. 

Each boaſted pile that human art has rais'd 3 

The arch, the column, the high tow'ring ſpire, 
All blaze to ſpread the ruin, and ſupply 

Fuel, to feed the wild outrageous flame! 

How impotent all human pow'r, to lay 

The rapid deluge ; like the ſnow that hides 
Their tops, when the parch'd mountains melt 

away, 

When waters burn, and ſeas augment the blaze; 
Shall man's frail heart, unſhaken, undiſmay'd, 
When ſtars are falling, angels own a fear, 

And ſigh from heav'n to view a world in flames, 


Maintain its peace amidſt the dreadful glare 


Of fiery elements; the laſt dire blaze 


| Which the loſt earth to duft and aſhes turns ! 


From nature's ruins now remove thy eye, 
A ſpectacle more pleaſing to ſurvey |! 
Riſing in clouded majeſty, the moon 


Begins her progreſs up the eaſtern ſky, 


Awſul and grand her aſpect, as ſhe climbs 

The ſteep of heaven; tho' beauteous, yet her 
beams | 

Not fully open'd—as ſhe mounts her ſphere 
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Book III. 

Till higher ſtill advanc'd, her ſilver orb, 

With fulleſt light, and peerleſs glory ſhines, 

Now ſeated on her high noQuurnal throne, 
Amidit the ſtars the faireſt now, her beam 

Brightens the arch of heav'n; each raptur'd eye, 

And all creation cheering with her rays; _ 

Thoſe ſoft and gentle ſplendors, which ſhe pours 

From her full orb—thou, beauteous queen of 

*- ſhades, _ 

Fair regent of the night, oh teach my ſoul 

The high ambition nobly to tranſcribe 

Thy growing luſtre ; fairer thou, and I 

More virtuous, each momentous hour that flies ! 

Let others fond to mimic courts and kings, 

Be proud of titles, raptur'd with a toy, 

Hang out their gaudy tinſel to invite 

Each fooliſh eye to wonder at their hlaze; 

Be it my choice, my int'reſt and my joy, 

To imitate thy purity, more pure 

Each ſtep, thy filver orb aſcends the ſky ! 

My heart leſs blam'd, my conduct more refin'd ; 


Each paſſion huſh'd and fordid wiſh reſtrain'd: 


Loſt ev'ry wild deſire as I approach 

Nearer yon golden manſions, which diffuſe 
A richer light, than radiates from thy beam, 
That with unfading luſtre ſhall adorn 
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55 CONTEMPLATIONS Book II. 


The ſpheres above, when ev'ry beauteous ray 


Now glitt'ring from thy orb is quench'd in ſhades, 
How gay and various ev'ry ſcene the day 

Opens to pleaſe the eye! each ſenſe how joy'd 

With each fair object which the morn unfolds, 

Vaniſh'd how quick the ſcene, how ſoon with- 

drawn 

The lovely proſpe& which the night conceals 

Beneath her veil, which dims the dark'ned ſky! 

Bur ſee, to brighten and to cheer the brow 

Of low'ring night, and diſſipate her frown, 

A fainty ray reflecting thro” the air 


A weak and ſickly light, juſt gives the eye 
A glimm'ring proſpect of the beauties ſown 
On nature's flow'ry ſurface, till the moon 


Collecting all her beams, removes the veil 


From off the face of night; each object ſhews, 


Tho? not in bright, in ſofteſt charms array'd. 
As the clear azure ſpreads her filver light, 

And ſtars unnumber'd gild the glowing pole, 

What floods of glory burſt from off the ſkies ; 

Say, if to pleaſe the eye, or to amaze, 

Night ſeeming only a diminiſh'd day! 


How grand the ſcene, magnificent the blaze! 


Light above light, and worlds by worlds outſhone, 
Where duſt is pearl; whoſe droſs the pureft gold. 


In 
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In heaven's high arching concave, ſee the moon 

Refulgent, glitt'ring on her ſilver throne ! 

Nor ſhines ſhe there alone—the ſtarry train 
Waiting their beauteous regent, as ſhe flies 
Attend her progreſs; pouring from their urns 

To mingle with her light, their golden beams, 

Again the hills ariſe, the mountains ſoar, 

The cities lofty ſpires, and gilded domes 

Shoot up their heads aloft; while in the wave 

Millions of ſtars now trembling dip their beams, 

And ocean ſeems but a refleRted ſky, 

Thick ſown with pearly drops—a proſpe& fair 
Now op'ning, wider than the eye can glance, 
Various as fancy's roving pow'r can feign. 

The landſcape, pencil'd by ſome curious hand, 
Where nature ſeems by mimic art outdone z 
The veiny marble ſoften'd into fleſh, 

And almoſt warm with life, invite the eye 

To gaze and wonder—ſhall the weak eſſays 
Of puny art look graceful, and ſurprize, 

And yet no raptures touch the ſoul, when view'd 

"Thoſe wonders heav'n diſplays; the ſtructures rais'd 

By ſkill omnipotent and art divine? 

The pyramid's proud top, tho' tow'ring high 
And loſt among the clouds; the work tho? rear'd 
By twice ten thouſand hands, ſhall this be deem'd 

| Rival to thoſe magnificent diſplays | 
Of 
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Worlds into being the laſt hour but duſt! 
Shall the lewd ev'ning ſcenes of guilt and joy, 


Her aſpect or her ſtages; now ſhe glows 
Her beams diminiſh'd now, a creſcent binds 


Her radiant brow, which fading ſoon away, 
Her beauty dies ; till robb'd of all her rays, 


One ſtated Pepe wth deſcending day 


Juſt when the parting ſun withdraws his beam! 
Sometimes her journey is defer'd, not ſeen 


Quite unobſerv'd upon the ſleeping eye; 
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Of heav'nly pow'r, which with one breath can call 


Tho? glitt'ring with a thouſand mirrors, vie 
With theſe eternal lamps above, that glow 
Within heaven's golden concave, pour a light 
O'er earth and ſeas, and worlds perhaps unknown! 
The proudeſt monuments of art, when view'd 
With thoſe the arm divine has plann'd and rais'd, 
Dwindle to atoms —ſeen and then diſdain'd ! 
Nor does the queen of night one face diſplay, 
Or ſhine with conſtant light.; her ſilver orb 
Still changing, beauteous ſtill, however chang'd 


All luſtre, with full light her orbit fill'd; 


She rolls a beamleſs orb along the ſky ! 
Nor thro” the heav'ns does this bright wand'rer 
chuſe 


Sometimes ſhe riſes and begins her flight 


Before the midnight watches, when ſhe ſteals 


Now 
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Now on the edges of the weſtern wave 

She juſt appears; a tranſient viſit pays, 

But ſcarce enlightens brighter ſtrait ſhe mounts 

Her filver throne ; begins her nightly round, 

And blazing on her chariot from the eaſt 

Prepares her flight, nor ſtops her rapid wheel, 

'Till the bright partner of her milder ſway 

Riſing in regal majeſty, diſplays | 

A fuller light and quenches all her beams, 
Awful and fair exemplar, who doſt hold 

A mirror out to man ! thy full and wane 

Painting how clear his fortune's ebb and flow; 


 Viciflitudes of giddy chance, by turns 


That checquer human life with ſmiles and woe, 
And mingle ev'ry pleaſure with a tear. 

How oft have the faint ecchoes of renown 

Been huſh'd in filence ? In oblivion's ſhade 

The brighteſt worth how oft and faireſt fame 
By envy's canker, or the venom'd tongue, 

Been wither'd in an hour? The royal head 

Now bleeding on a ſcaffold, which ſo late 

Was hail'd, ador'd, and circled with a crown. 
Have riches found a rock whereon to build 

A ſtable manſion ? Does their owner boaſt 

A pow'r or wiſdom to enſure their ſtay? 

Can pow'r detain, or wiſdom clip their wings; 
Now melting like a ball of ſnow, when thaw'd 
3 By 
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By ſummer's ſuns, now with an eagle's ſpeed 

Taking their flight to be retriev'd no more! 

Has not the {miling bridegroom's bow'r, when 
ſtrew'd | 

With roſes and enrich'd with ſweet perfumes, 

Prov'd the dark entrance often to the tomb? 

How happy, and how wretched in an hour ! 

The voice that lately ſpoke the raptur'd pair 

For life united, ah, how ſoon proclaims 

A long divorce, and ſeals the fates decree . 

With melting ſorrow— DAG to duft return /! 


Nor when we ſorrow do we weep alone! 


Our friends that cheer each gloomy hour of life, 
Share in our anguiſh and partake our pains, 


And feel themſelves the pangs our boſoms moan ! 
Health the ſoft balm of nature, that inſpires 
And renders ev'ry human bleſſing dear, 

By what precarious tenure do we hold, 


Heav'n's kindeſt gifts, how tranſient when ac- 


quir'd; | 
Earn'd with what toil ; how fleeting when enjoy'd * 
The partner of our boſom's bliſs, how ſoon, 
How oft is ſnatch'd by death when in our arms! 
While youth's green vigour blooming on the cheek 


This hour grows pale, and turns the next to duſk, 


When late the feather'd viſitants you ſaw, 
Or perch'd on high, or ſportive o'er the fields, 
; Their 


Book III. on the NIGHT. 3o 


| Their plumes how gay ! how various was their 
4 _ ſong! ” TIT 
You hail'd the ſweet muſicians, wiſh'd their ſtay, 
Quite raptur'd with their beauty and their ſtrains : 
But ſoon they ſtretch'd the wing,—you woo'd in 
i . 
The leaſt intruding ſound, a ſudden glance, 
A ſilent whiſper drove them from the grove ; 
Startled they ſought the ſkies, for ever gone : 
Their beauties pleas'd, their muiic charm'd no 
„ & 
Would wiſdom chuſe a happineſs, which bears 
Date with ſuch viſits, with their flight expires ? 
By moments meaſur'd out and not by years? 
As brittle as the ſpider's tremb!;ng rays, 
Shook by a breeze, and by a breath deſtroy'd. 
Be man's ambition then an aim more high 
Than ſublunary bliſs, that cheats and ſmiles ; 


22 Wiſh'd for, poſſeſs'd, and vaniſh'd in an hour! 
. While the deluded heart, the phantom fled, 
f Sorrows and bleeds o'er its departed joy; 
No bliſs a prize or blefling worth its care, 

8! Short of immortal, cheaper than divine. 
ek Tho' the ſad ſolemn truth each clime and age 
ik, ave ratihed, have ſeal'd it with a tear, 

| Behold the turns of ſate, the ſmiles and frowns 
6. 3 1 Of heav'n, how kind and dreadful in an hour ? 
heir WW Vo. II. 1 | See 
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See there Chaldea's ſage *, what laviſh ſtores 
Of riches fortune in his lap has pour'd ! | 
He treads on floors of c:dar, while the rock 
Diſtils its oil, to cheer Bis ſmiling brow ! 
View there his public ſtate, princes revere 
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His awful dignity ; the aged hear 

And liſten to his wiſlom kat inſpir'd; 

Each eye beholds him with a longing joy, 
Upon his head each tongue a bleſſing pours ! 
A crowd of blooming ſons his board ſurround, 
A train of beauteous daughters cla his knee ; 


Thoſe to ſupport a father's trembling age, 

'Theſe to inſpire and glad him with a ſmile! 

To ſpeak him nil more awſul, ſee a train 

Of menial ſlaves avrait his high command, 

Catching his nod, or trembling at his frown : 

At once his guard and glory human bits 

Was never more complezt, nor human woe 
More ſudden or more ſad—the light'ning's flame 

That pierc'd his flocks, and empticd all their ſolds, | 

Was ſcarce ſo ſwift and dreadiul as the blow 

That wither'd all his blooming hopes, and laid 

The mournful ſufferer weeping in the gull ! 

Can envy want a tear, a ſigh refrain, 

Or pity not be partner in his woes, 

Turning her penfive eye around to view 
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The wretched parent (parent now no more) 
Robb'd of the pledges of his love, lifeleſs 

All wrapp'd all fhrowded in the filent tomb! 
His covering is the ſky; a dunghill choſe 

His pillow, where he breathes his nightly moan, 
Nor yet arraigns his Gop—his ermine chang'd 
To filthy rags—his golden ſtores to duſt; 

The venerable fire who taught the wiſe 

More wiſdom, from whoſe lip inſtruction flow'd 


Which guided youth, refin'd the thoughts of age, 


Now cenſure wounds, now folly's tongue derides. 
Heaven's darling late, high ſeated on his throne, 
Oblig'd to take his lodging in a cell, 

By dragons tenanted ; his dark abode 

The ſcreech-owl's ragged cliff, or haunted ſnade! 
But why conſult we records ſo remote 

Of diſtant ages, which long fince have roll'd, 


Of this afflicting truth; in ev'ry clime, 


Lach period that is fled, the giddy wheel 

Of fortune ſtill maintains its whirling round 
Her fav'rites who to-day enjoy her {mile 

Elate in glory, like the ſull-orb'd moon, 

To morrow from beneath a cottage rocf, 

A priſon's cover, or a dungeon's gloom 
\neln'd in the depths of miſery, may feel 
ihe joys and raptures ending all in woe! 
Man's joy and grief, his ſunſhine and Lis ſhade, 
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His fighs and tranſports mingling in an hour; 
How like this moon's for ever varying ſphere, 
Now bright, now brighter ſtill, till by degrees 
Her leſf'ning luſtre fades, is ſeen no more! 
lu one ſhort period, one revolving round, 
A globe of light, a ball of darkeſt ſhade. 
how quench'd are all her 


I view her now 
beans] 
| Strip'd of her ſilver radiance, how ſhe glares, 

Her viſage dipp'd in blood ? the ſolar rays 

That fill'd with borrow'd light her ſhining ſphere, 

The interpoſing earth now hides and throws 

O'er her dark orbit its own gloomy ſhade, 

She ſickens now, her languid light decays 
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Buy flow gradations ! faint and fainter gleams, 
Till, like the virgin's cheek, with ſickneſs pal'd, 
That withers all her beauty with a cloud, 

Her radiance quite obſcur'd, her light expires, 
What crouds, how many eyes now ſtrain to view 
Her lamp when dark'ned, who diſdain'd to gaze 
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At the fair lucid ftar in glory rob'd; 

When thron'd in ſtate ſhe drove along the ſky 
| Her ſiſter chariot, and where'er it roll'd 

Pour'd ofer the realms of night a fainter day 

Her beams eclips'd how many preſs to view ? 

Her luſtre when moſt bright how few ad. ire? 
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Thus in the blaze and ſunſhine of our ſame, 
When heav'n propitious beams its ſofteſt ſmile, 
Fortune's indulgent favours paſs the eye 
Unheeded, unobſerv'd; but if our fate 


Is dark'ned with a cloud, whoſe gloom obſcures 
Our former glories ; ſee what crouds appear, 


Who heedleſs of our bliſs, when fully bloom'd, 


Now throw a look of wonder on our ſhade ! 


DiſtinRion thus that mounts the higheſt ſphere; 


The ſcepter'd king in ermine, rob'd, and gold ; 


And garter'd nobles not unlike this orb, 


Have ev'ry blemiſh mark'd when vice obſcures, 


Or the leaſt ſpot their fame or virtue ſtains ; 
Each eye a critic here; how keen to view, 
How curious to obſerve minuteſt flaws ! 

With leſs reproach the vulgar may offend, 
Their guilt diminiſh'd as their ſtation mean ! 
But when birth ſtoops, when royalty deſcends, 
Forgetful of the ſummit it has gain'd, 
How ſhameful is the fall, with virtue loſt, 
To earn, of being great, the wretched fame? 
Here malice with her eagle eye ſurveys 
Each ſtain that blots their honour; cenſure's blaſt, 
From her ſhrill trumpet pour'd, each flaw unveils; 
Vhile calumny's ſoft whiſper ſpreads around, 
And ſwells the ſmalleſt ſpark into a blaze! 
A comet may deſcend beneath the ſky, | 
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86 CONTEMPLATIONS Book III. 
For months and years withdraw its vaniſh'd beams, 
And ſcarce an eye perceive its luſtre veil'd; 

But if a ſhade, tho' tranſient, hides a moon, 


What crouds are ſeen her darken'd orb to gaze, 


Which ſeldom view'd her when with light array'd. 

Far diff'rent was the ſcene, when late I choſe 
Along yon hanging weſtern cliff to range 
Night's lucid lamp emerging from her ſhade, 
At the ſteep mountain's baſe, the ſea all clear, 
Had ſpread beneath its filver chryſtal waves 
Into a ſmooth expanſe, which ſhining held 


A fair and wat'ry mirror to the ſkies ; 


The firmament's unmeaſur'd heights above 
Shew'd. its bright concave thick beſet with ſtars ; 
The full-orb'd moon, the faireſt of the train, | 
In the clear wave below, now ſeem'd to view 
Herſelf delighted, while the azure main 
Reflects her ſilver image to the ſky ; 

Her ſackcloth now remov'd, ſhe ſeems to glow 


With double luſtre, and with conſcious pride 


Beholds ten thouſand eyes that joy to view 
Her radiant orb juſt reſcu'd from its ſhade. 
Nor does her beam the darkneſs only cheer 


More wide her ſovereign empire ſhe extends 


Her awful ſway o'er all the ſubject main! 
Her orb like ſome imperial feepter ſwells 


Or #055 the ocean; mounting now the tides 
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Above their banks; now ordered to ſubſide 
Bids them return again within their ſhores, 


Taught by her dread command to ebb and flow. 


Shall then the vaſt abyſs her empire know, 
And man not own the influence of the ſkies ? 
Her orb have power to raiſe or ſink the waves, 
D-prets or lift an ocean; nor the joy 
That blooms from yonder heaven have force to 

move, 
Or melt the raviſh'd ſoul, her hopes to raiſe 
And turn each ardent with the boſom breathes 


Into fruition, felt before enjoy'd. 


Tho' beautiful this lunar lamp, yet far 

Above her argent empire pleaſures glow, 

Which fancy mounted on her boldeſt wing 
Strives to conceive, and hopes to paint in vain. 
Earth's moſt refulgent glories loſe their charms 
When heav'n inſpires the heart, the regal throne 
And diadem of kings but faintly ſnine, 

When darken'd by the luſtre of the ſkies, 

Yon arch of ſaphire ſpangled o'er with gold 
What is it but the floor of divine abodes ? 

Ah! what the proud apartments, what the light, 
Such radiant palaces muſt pour around; 

(By mortal ſenſe, effulgence not endur'c) 

Low bright with glories, how enrici'2 with joys'! 


F 4 Ye 


— 


r 


— 4 — 


— TS 


TE 


4 o 


= 
CS nr < 


— 


— , v aaho 
a 2 — 


— 
S=E LS. * 


eng Sm es 
er — ———— 


2 — 


— — 


SEES 
2 


= x . —— ER — . 
— K MEA — 4 -— Bis 24 Ln x" ay 
- By ＋ % — —_ . 
A — — 2 p 8 => > 2 1 
8 = e _— 2 be 3 KY Fo. ISR. 8 2 tl. — nf * 5 


2 — — ——— — 
: £ — 3 — 
FI ER Pay” 7 A 

— a * 2 


— —_ 


— — 2 8 — 
* * — "> 
- — 
— 


4 
is 
18's 
J 
i? 
N. 
bf 
Sh] 
1 
. 
7 
1 4 
v 4 
1 
4 8 
1 2 
} 
Ll 7 4 
(1 | 
K 
* 
+ 
if 
} 
fl 
f 
"et! 
Me 
31 q 
þ 
4 
i! 
fy 
5 
1 4 
15 
15 
Wy 
ſ Tf 
MI 
Wt! 
N. 
19 
TY 
iy! 
mY. 
fs 
«AL 
4 * K 
7 
[ 9 
157 
1 
\ 
1:1 
1 1 
1 
i. ths 
75 
19 
=! 
U TH 
th 
0 
my 
Wy! 
Alf 
Witty 
V1 { 
7M 
E 
1 
10 
it 
„ 
4 
. 
* 
[ 
J. 
701 
et! 
HA 
I 
mn: 
#1 ' 
"2K 
N 
1 
. ra 
11 
1 Je 
7 1 * 
i 23. 
$f 
1 ifs 
5 ur 
414 . 
1 7 
a 4 
19 : 
! 
my} : 
{183 'T 
vt 19) 
1 4238 
is! 
"1 ef 
* 
1 
1 
ms" 
"0 
70 48k 
IF 
_- & 
$4 


RAR 
— 
2 2 r 
— 


— 
Ty 4 
— a we gg 
png 
— — 
— + 


—— 7 7 


— — 
1 —— 


ac? - 5 — 
— — —-— 
— i — 


— — 


— 


1 I 
Th — 
=> 
— 
— — 


— . 
2 


88S CONTEMPLATIONS Book III. 


Ye manſions of repoſe, ye beauteous ſpheres, 


That far outſhine theſe lamps the eye beholds 


Spread thro? the azure of the kindling ſky ; 
Oh dart your winning influence to my ſoul ; 
Soften each paſſion, damp each low deſire 


Which fixes her to earth; oh, warm each thought 


With ardent wiſhes, panting for thoſe joys 
Sublime, celeſtial, rapt'rous, which ſhall flow 
In one eternal circle, when the ſea | 

Shall ceaſe to roll, when yon fair lunar light, 
Her ſplendors loſt, ſhall cheer the night no more. 
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CONTEMPLATIONS 
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ON THE 
STARRY HEAVENS. 


he glittering ſtars 
By the deep ear of meditation heard 
Still in their midnight walks ſing of him. 
He nods a calm---The tempeſt blows his wrath ; 
The thunder is his voice, and the red flaſh 
His ſpeedy ſword of juſtice ; at his touch 
The mountains flame; he ſhakes the ſolid earth 
And rocks the nations; nor in thele alone, 
In ev'ry common inſtance God 1s feen, 


TrhHOMSON's SEASONS, , 


Conſult with reaſon---reaſon will reply, 
Each lucid point which glows in yonder ſky | 
Intorms a ſyſtem in the boundleſs ſpace, 
And fills with glory 11s appointed place 
With beams unborrow: d brightens other ſkies, 
Ang welds te thee unknown with heat and life ſupplies, 


The UR IVERSE. 


« 
" 

1 % 
: 2 
i$ 
1 
i 
| 
"4 
> y 
bo... 
1 

yn 

4 
A 


* 
28 
— 8 


n 5 © 2 
8 — — 1 8 * 
N n Nr Be the IBN Wow. 


B hn wh e 
8 


e 


— 


=: 
= _ ——— — 24 


— 


— — 3 
— 
— — — 


— — 


5 —— _ — 
— — : = 
I Dern —— — — 
— — 
— — 


— — 


— 


— , = 
. 


— == 
—— 


— 


— et == 


— E 


i er rg to od nb OTE I OI 
Lt AG Lon * : 


CONTEMPLATIONS 
ON THE 
STARRY HEAVENS. 


HIS eve the nice retreat of arts III quit 
To travel nature's varied wonders o'er ; 


That noble theatre her hand diſplays 


| Replete with beauties. Meaſuring now no more 


My ſteps beneath the arbors cov'ring ſhade, 
Pleas'd I aſcend yon mountain's tow'ring brow, 
That gently leans upon the vale beneath; 
No further need to court the leafy bower, 
To guard me from the ſun's meridian ray ; 
Who haſt'ning to his weſtern throne, withdraws 
From the ſcorch'd thirſty earth his glowing beam. 
But ſee how pleaſure ever mix'd with pain, | 
Links and all chequers our affairs below; 
The annoying heats no ſooner ceaſe, behold 
The beauteous landſcape with the ſun retires ; 
Vach pleaſing lively ſcene in darkeſt ſhades 
Now bury'd and obſcur'd—no more I view- 
The lowly cottage, the majeſtic tower, 
Both raviſh'd from the eye—no more appears 
| Th 
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92 CONTEMPLATIONS 
TY aſpiring mountain, or its ruſfet brow 
In vain I turn my ſearching eye to find 
The varied product of the humble vale; 
The flow'ry tribes its balmy lap enfolds. 


Each plain with whited flocks late cover'd o'er, 


And the heath's golden bloſſoms diſappear, 
Loſt in involving ſhades. The low'ring night 
Advancing, wraps within her ſooty gloom 
Th' extended foreſt; draws her mantle o'er, 
The windings of the clear tranſparent ſtream. 
No longer I ſurvey the fertile fields, 


Clad with luxuriant plenty; from my eye 


Raviſh'd each ſcene, magnificently wild; 
Thoſe various rural images no more 


Inſpire me with delight, which ſtruck an awe 


So lately, from this eminence beheld. _ 

The loſs howe'er we ſcarce have cauſe to moan, 
The abſence of the ſun how well repaid 
By night's approach, which opens to the eye 
Ten thouſand glitt'ring luſtres, which adorn 
The flaming hemiſphere gaily o'erſpread 
With this refulgent train; no cloud confines 
The proſpect, while tranſported I explore 


Light after light in bright confuſion ſpread : 
What tho? the rich vermil:on is retir' d, 
The lively ſtreaks that dy'd the weſtern ſæy; 
Theſe planets in ſucceſſive order glow, 
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Kindling the ſky into a radiant blaze, 
The æther's blueneſs height'ned now the more 
By the air's clearneſs, while the abſent moon 


Affords the golden gems of heav'n a power 
From their bright orbs to dart a ſtronger fire. 


| Improv'd by night's approach, the fragrant ſmell 


The ſenſe exhales from theſe cluſter'd bloſſoms. 
With which this ſloping mountain's fide is lin'd, 
The balmy zephyrs hence perfume their wings, 


From all the ſpicy groves, Arabia breathes 


Scarce ſo refreſhing or ſo rich a gale. 
What ſtill endears the bleſſings heav'n beſtows 
On Britain's fav'rite iſle, they are alloy'd 


By no impending dangers ; in her ſhades 


No poiſonous ſerpents lurk, no ſavage bounds 

From bis cloſe thicket darting on his prey, 
Butah! why wanders thus my roving thought 

From yon bright heav'n, from objects more ſy blime, 


Detain'd too long by earth's ignoble ſcenes, | 
The blandiſhments below, when yonder ſkies 


[nvite the muſe, and court her to adore, 


Long has ſac wander'd midſt the ſolemn 


tombs: 
Awfal memorials, to convince the ſoul 
How weak, how frail, how tender is the thread 
On which each human happineſs is hung, 
Next ſhe _ d the garden's rich attire, 
Yet 
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94 CONTEMPLATIONS 
Yet not to fix the heart, and root it there, 
But from the flow'ry race to contemplate 
Tie beauties of a day, and lift the eye 
Up to that paradiſe above, where blooms 


Eternal ſpring, and pleaſures ne'er to fade. 


For wiſdom next we travell'd—but where found?! 
Not in the city croud, or wrangling ſchools, 
But in the walks of antient ſolemn night; 
From whence ſhe turns her ſteps with awe to gaze 
'The great Creator's works, the radiant ſkies 
Whoſe luſtre the dark duſky hour unveils. 

If the pleas'd eye, when ſpring begins to ſmile, 
Diſcerns the touches which its pencil ſpreads 
O'er each enamell'd field and op'ning flow'r; 
If nature's richeſt ſtores a ſcene diſplays 
Of heaven's munificence, whene'er it ſheds _ 
Its brightneſs on the beaming face of day ; 
How rich a field its wonders to unfold, 

Is yon bright arch, thoſe ſtarry kindling ſkies, 
_ Theſe with # ſilent eloquence adore 

The architect divine; the heralds theſe, 
Without a voice, that celebrate his praiſe 
Round the wide univerſe in worlds remote. 
While others idly on a couch of down 
Indulge their ſlumbers, wrapt in indolence 
Let me attend to yon improving ſkies, 

Von preaching ſtars which ev'ry ſilent eve 


Per 


: ® 
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Read lectures to the heart, impreſs an awe 
Deep in my breaſt of heaven's creating pow'r, 
Whene'er I roam theſe ſolitary ſhades. 

The vulgar eye that views this radiant ſcene, 
Theſe gay appearances, obſerves no more 
Than golden ſtuds above that blaze around, 
Bright ſpangles drop'd upon th' ethereal blue, 
To decorate the empyrean arch ! The mind 
With keener ſearch ſhould nature's works explore, 
Accurately contemplating thoſe globes 
Of light that ſhed their luſtre thro? the ſkies; 
Receiving counſel from the beauteous orbs, 

With wonder that aſtoniſh while they pleaſe, 

Know then, if yet untaught, the glorious ſcene, 
The raptur'd muſe now haſtens to diſplay, 
Was finiſh'd by our God's creative ſcill; 
In knowledge perfect, equal in his power 

Jis name, his nature, the unfathom'd depths 
Of whoſe wiſe council never human eye 

Could penetrate, or human thought unfold, 

A being who beſtows, with equal eaſe, 

On worlds unnumber'd or a ſingle grain. 
MyQerious this, which juſtly may demand 
Our wonder, and not yet our faith tranſcend, 

This earth that ſeeras now ſinking into vales, 
Now riſing into hills, Science yet knows 

Its orbit plain and round; ſome parts wide ſpread 
Into 
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Heaven's confines as ſhe rolls her ſloping ſphere 


By deep foundations, reſting on a baſe 


a6 CONTEMPLATIONS 


Into a vaſt expanſe that ſeems to reach | 


Weſtward, cloſe bounded by the ocean's wave, 
Fancy perhaps may dream her orb ſuſtain'd 


Unmoveable—but ah, how vain the dream! 
Pendant ſhe hangs, and thro the æthereal plain 
Purſues her rapid courſe from morn to eve; 
(Supported by no columns as ſhe flies) . 

From eaſt to weſt the journey of a day. 

Her ſphere tho' ſedentary may appear 

Fix'd to a deſtin'd ſtation, yet ſhe rolls 


Unwearied thro? the ſpaces of the ſkies. 
Her regular rotations ſtill the ſame, 


Vary the ſeaſons and complete the year. 
On its own centre annual as it moves 
Alternately ſhe turns her diff*rent fides 


To the ſun's golden orb, the fount of light. 


Thus while to others ſhade and night ſucceeds, 


Our hemiſphere alone's enrich'd with day. 


| Had nature's God not guided her career, 
Revolving round her axle as ſhe rolls, 
Part of the ſultry regions, long expos'd 


To the ſun's ſcorching beams, had been conſum'., 


Or languiſh'd under one continued glare. 


The other deſtin'd to as fad a fate, 


Ne'er cheriſh'd by the ſun's enliv'ning ray, 


in 
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In frozen icy chains for ever bound, 
To night and pitchy darkneſs had been doom'd. 
To us who o'er her ample ſurface roam, 
The earth a more extenſive orb appears, 
Than diſtant objects by the eye ſurvey'd. 
All cloath'd with verdure, all her ſhaded plains 
O'erſpread with groves, with each rich gift adorn'd, 
That nature's hand into her lap can ſhow'r; 
View'd from a neighb'ring planet, ſhe appears 
Smooth and quite uniform, her aſpect bright 
And luminous—yet ſcarce a /pot when ſeen 
From One at greater diſtance ; thence beheld, 
Her orb ſeems ſunk, and, diſappearing, loſt, 
That ſtar alternately which ſhuts the eve, 
Prime of the morning lights, and gaily rides 
Firſt in the train that uſhers in the night. 
Or with the rays anticipates the dawn— 
What in her radiant orb do we behold ? 
A planetary world — attendance paid | 
By other worlds obſequious, rolling round 
Ia varied myſtic dances, all opake, 
Their orbs quite dark, 'till by reflection's aid 
With luſtre and with borrow'd rays they ſhine. 
"Theſe each have fields, and ſeas, and native ſkies, 
Furniſh'd with proper ſtores to nurle the tribes 
Of various animals, immortal ſome, 
The tenants of theſe diſtant fair abodes ; | 
Vo I. II. Cr Theſe 
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98 CONTEMPLATIONS 


Theſe with the earth, man's deſtin'd empire, all 


| Dependent on the ſun's auſpicious beams, 


From him receive their light, from him derive 


Fach comfort from his bounteous orb that flows. 
Tho? ſeeming thro? heaven's vaſt expanſe to fly 


Each day with matchleſs ſpeed, with rapid wings, 
Fixt and immoveable this SUN maintains 


Its Ration ; round whoſe orb inceſſant roll 


The earth and other worlds, to human eyes 

Small as the dial which his beams illume. 

Our globe on which theſe lofty mountains riſe, 

'Theſe mighty oceans roll, whene'er compar'd 

With HIM 1MMENSE, is ſcarcely as a grain, 
This, reaſon and philoſophy unveil : 


At ſuch reports ſay do we ſtand amaz'd, 


Prompted when warm'd with tranſport and ſurprize 
To aſk the wond'ring heart that Bzinc's name, 
Whoſe word firſt kindled the prodigious flame 
'That blazes in the ſun, and keeps alive, 


| From age to age unwaſted, unimpair'd, 


So huge a maſs of liquid glowing fire? 
Still, fill attend ; oh, liften to the wiſe, 
All nature's wonders ſtudious to explore, 


Unſolding ſcenes divine, great and more great, 


The ſun, with all the planets whirling round 
His fiery chariot, how minute and ſmall 
To that immenſe machine the univerſe, 
SE Each 
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Each ſtar (no bigger than the glittering brilliant 
Shining and ſparkling in Lucinda's ring) 
Is yet a globe in glory and in ſize, 
Emulating the ſun's refulgent ray. 
Nor barely is each ſtar a world, it glows 
The centre of ſome other ſyſtem, ſpread 
With magnificence how great above the ſkies ! 
By other globes attended, rolling round 
The parent ſtar, and lighted by its beams, 
Immenſe ! yet in the wilds of zther loſt, 
They ſcarce appear diſtinguiſh'd by the eye; 
A radiant glow confus'd, mingling their light 
In one continued blaze — ſo high they ſhine, 
In ſpace unfathom'd, their bright beams obſcur'd, 
An orb's dimenſions leſſen'd to a ſpan. 

Seem then theſe truths amazing ? hear more 

ſtrange! 

Op'ning more boundleſs ſcenes above the ſky, 
Thy maker's greatneſs !—whoſe creating pow'r 
What thought can fathom, or what limits bound ? 
Beyond the lunar ſphere couldſt thou aſcend, 
Traverſe the planetary orbs, or borne 
Still higher, where the loftieſt ſtars diſplay 
Their golden luftre, rais'd on Fancy's wing 
To the ſublimeſt turrets of the ſky ; 
Eren from that tow'ring height, wouldſt chou 
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100 CONTEMPLATIONS 
Still other ſkies expanded, other ſuns | 
Diſtributing around their beams each day; 
A glow of other ftars, that in their turns 
Gild the black horrors of th? alternate gloom : 
Where other ſyſtems to the wond'ring eye, 
Perhaps more noble, in profuſion ſpread, 
| Each above each magnificently rais'd, —— 
Yet haſt thou not beneld, or reach'd the bounds 
That terminate the empires of the ſky, 
Where nature's awful King dominion holds. 
World after world contemplated, ſurvey'd, 
Unfiniſh'd fill your tour, nor yet arriv'd 
Scarce at creation's ſuburbs ; all conceald 
Impenetrably deep, the golden ſeats, 
The bliſsful regions where Jehovah reigns. 
Say, is the mind aſtoniſh'd when we view 
The ſketches only of almighty power? 
With theſe rude touches is our wonder fir'd ? 
What our amazement then, if we ſurvey. 
The great Creator's ſelf | who thron'd on high 
Beholds the higheſt of theſe dazling ſpheres, 
The ſummit of creation ſinking down | 
Beneath his footſtool, in a vale below. | 
All nature's wide extent by him ſurvey'd, 
Meaſuring but juſt a ſpan.—The orbs that roll 
Above, bright atoms floating in the air, 
Or ſporting in the ſun's meridian ray. 


This 
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This vaſt expanſe tranſported as I gaze, 

How little in the ſcale of reaſon weigh'd 

Muſt I appear! How mean the worthleſs prize 

Of all the tinſel pomp that glares below! 

Alas ! this globe dreſs'd in its richeſt ſcenes 

Of beauty, when confronted by the ſkies, 
What but a ſpeck, which by the keeneſt eye, 
Creation's map beheld, 1s ſcarce deſcry'd ? 

Say, ſhould the ſun itſelf, whoſe darting beams 
Light theſe inferior orbs, his radiant train 
Of planets circling round his blazing throne, 

Be loſt in night, extinguiſh'd all their flames ; 
Scarce would the loſs be own'd by that great eye 

Which takes in all creation at one view. 

A world extinguiſh'd ſeems to him no more 
Than a ſand loſt upon the ocean's ſhores ; 

Nor would a thouſand orbs, if vaniſh'd, leave 
A blank in thoſe proud works his voice has fram'd. 
If then this globe, this ſyſtem view'd entire, 
Seems but a ſpot, narrow its bounds confin'd; 
Say, what are kingdoms, what the poor demeſnes, 
That ſcanty pittance here, which ſwells with pride 
The vain poſſeſſor's heart? Compar'd with mine, 
Ample theſe gifts indeed ; but when ſurvey'd 
With the wide univerſe, how ſmall their fizz ? 
How ſinks their leſſen'd grandeur, all their glare 
A bubble, the mere ſhadow of a ſhade, 
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102 CONTEMPLATIONS 
When the keen eagle ſoars above the ſkies, 
And leaves the feather'd race, ſcarce ſeen below, 
When mounting on his tow'ring wings, he climbs 
The ſteep aſcent of heav'n, with Ready gaze 
| Viewing the meridian ſun's refulgent beams; 
From ſuch exalted height, when now he ſoars, 
Say, ſhall his curious piercing eye regard 
The ſportive mote that flies about the aur ? 
Or with ſolicitude the duſt ſurvey 
Shook from his feathers ? Shall the human mind, 
| Fram'd to admire, contemplate, and adore 
The dread Creator's glory; to enjoy 
His preſence, cloath'd with uncreated light ; 
Say, ſhall a ſoul with low ambition fir'd, 
Exhauſt its heavenly pow'rs, and breathe a ſigh 
For glitt'ring tinſels ; for an ample ſhare 
Of territories on a world, whoſe baſe 
And ſhrivell'd orb a needle's point would hide. 
While heav'n and all its radiant glories fire 
And warm my heart, its ſentiments expand, 


Glowing with pious tranfport, which inſpires 
'The ſoul with real greatneſs—ev'ry thought 
Panting for worldly grandeur dies away, 


Buried and loſt in wiſhes more ſublime. 
Tho? not poſſeſs'd of pow'r, ſtill may I live 
« Superior to its ſoft bewitching charms, 


Too long 1 in vanity's ſtrong ſhackles bound, 
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on the STARRY HEAVENS. 103 
Immur'd too long within this houſe of clay, 
My ſoul lay priſon'd ; but yon ſcenes above 
Have burſt the ſilken chain, unbarr'd the door 
Which kept her long confin'd--Thoſe ſcenes beheld, 
Beauteous and grand that glow beyond the ſkies, 


— — —„—-— * — — - 


Her anchor now ſhe weighs, and coaſts no more 
Along the earth's contracted narrow ſhores, 
But mounting up aloft in all her range, 


by by 1 ta: 
- _ — WIFE — 2 4 6 . 
- 2 5 7 — x 
22 * A 82 A 2 2 . > 7 36: 8 
2 8 25 3 T3 EET bs Eng es r - 
_ . r 5 2 Te ——aL. — — — 
8 — 3 Eq 8 4 Sw" ID) . 3 2 * — Ja 
— * * « 9 S 1 . 4, — 8 n PR ERP" 
— Can 3 . — gy * 
— D * s 2 AC 


Makes bliſs eternal now her only aim. 


. 


=p 
X * * k 


Almighty Pow'r, grand attribute divine ! 
In what majeſtic pompous lines engrav'd 
Omnipotence, that thro' the volume ſhines 
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Of all the wide creation, but appears 10 
Magnificently fairer when diſplay'd J | 4 
In yonder ſtarry regions, which record #3 
In characters moſt plain the mighty word, 4 f 
Kindling their fiery luſtre— Say, whoſe eye b 
That upwards looks to yonder radiant ſpheres, I 
Yon ſtudded heavens, and with attention views 1 
The rolling wonders which the ſcene unfolds; 3 
Say, does his thought not prompt him to enquire, 4 
How, by whoſe art thoſe mighty orbs were rais'd ? J ; 
Amazing thought! they all were hung on high, f 
Finiſh'd without materials; all produc'd 5 
From emptineſs itſelf the ſtately frame i 
Of nature ſprung from Nothing's barren womb, b 

| IP! Say, ; 


Au ſammor'd into being—tken to hurl 
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Say, what the inſtruments and pow'r ſupreme, 


The heavenly Architect choſe out to range 
And faſhion all its parts ſo fitly join'd, 
Its poliſh'd ſurface with ſuch grace array'd ? 


Had ſkill, if leſs than infinite, a power 
'This various complicated frame to bind 
With ſtrong and laſting cement, to unite 
Its parts into one nobly finiſh'd whole! 
A ſingle F1AT utter'd from the throne 

Of heaven erected this ſtupendous frame: 
Confuſion heard the call, and ſoon aroſe 
(A chaos juſt before) this ſumptuous pile 
With ev'ry beauty, ev'ry grace adorn'd. 


How various now the glories it unfolds ! 


Amidſt admiring ſeraphs chaunting loud 


Without a pauſe, their great Creator's praiſe ! 
What matchleſs force, what energy divine 
Could fix thoſe globes, ſome on a baſe unmov'd 


What impulſe irreſiſtible could roll 

Others along yon dark and deep profound ? 
What ſtrong coercive power their flight confine 
Impetuous, or reſtrain them as they fly, 


To roll within their wonted deſtin'd bounds ? 


Without the toil and proceſs of an hour, | 
To raiſe—to build—to poliſh and compleat 
Bodies immenſe, enormous—by a word 


Ar 


? 
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And launch 'em thro' immenſity of ſpace, 
Swift as an arrow darted from the bow 
Of ſome gigantic arm; a ſpeed to lend 
To theſe unwieldy maſſes, which outſlip 
The rapid ſwiftneſs of the whirlwind's wing; 
Still to impreſs a force, which bids them roll 
Age after age with one unwearied ſpeed 


Along th' ætherial ſpace—whoſe arm (what pow'r | 


Not infinite) ſuch wonders could diſplay ? 
What wretch ſo daring then with guilt diſtain'd, 

To make heaven's ſov'reign lord his dreaded foe ? 

Say, with almighty pow'r canſt thou contend, 

Againſt Omnipotence lift up thy arm ? 

The ſierceneſs canſt thou brave of wrath divine, 
Or the dread terrors of his look ſuſtain ? 

See at his awful preſence, when ſerene, 

The hills, like melting wax, diſſolve away; 

The mountains juſt like frighted lambs remove 
From their firm baſe : At his tremendous eye, 
When he his anger thro? the cloud unfolds, 
Nature's foundations rock, heaven's pillars ſhake, 
And tremble at their God with wrath array'd. 
When that almighty hand that ſhoots the ſtars 
With ſuch amazing ſwiftneſs thro” the ſky, 
Enormous in their bulk; the comet darts 
Beyond each planet's diſtant orb, its flight 
Purſu'd how vainly, by the keeneſt eye! 
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When that vindictive arm, with fury cloath'd, F 
Uplifted high to pour out vengeance dire d 
| Upon a guilty world, can rocks ſecure, 
Can intervening ſeas, or worlds immenſe I 
Screen from his juſtice when he aims the blow ? ( 
One blaſting breath divine, a ſingle frown ] 
Muſt ſtrike the tott'ring univerſe to duſt. ; 


Millions of light'nings ready at his call, ] 
As many thunders waiting his command, \ 

A world to ſhatters and to ruins hurl. F 
Oft with aſtoniſhment have I admir'd : 
The wond'rous ſkill and wiſdom, which could 1 
weigh | | | 


The pond'rous hills and mountains in a ſcale : 
Proportion, in the hollow of his hand, 
The waters, from each fountain fair ſupply'd 
To ſwell the ocean ; ev'ry duſt and grain 
That form'd the globe, adjuſted by his word. 
Still more amazing, own'd that heavenly ſkill, 
Magnificent the ſcene, which pois'd the ſtars, 
All nicely hung in regular array ; 8 
Von arching azure meting with a ſpan. 
Ilmmenſely various all, with niceſt art 
Tre diff'rent ſtation to each orb aflign'd. . 
Where does the wiſdom of the Godhead ſhine 
More clearly view'd, than in yon radiant ſky ; 
Spangled with lucid worlds, w hich ſtrike the mind 
Each 
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Each moment with a luſtre far more bright 
Than what their mingled ſplendors round diſplay. 

Survey theſe globes in countleſs numbers hung 
In heaven's blue convex; their vaſt bulk admire; 
Of various ſyſtems the grand ſov'reigns own'd, , 
Each with its train of planets circling round 
The central orb, that guides them in their flight! 
How numberleſs are then theſe rapid ſpheres, 
Where none miſtake their way, the road aſſign'd, 
As on they fly along the trackleſs paths, 

Th' ætherial fields above. Not one forſakes 
Its circle, or in wild excurſion roams 

From off its bounded limits; none eſſay 
With too familiar an approach to preſs 

Their centre; none in their perennial round 
Croſſing the neighbouring orb, or intervene 
To damp the influence of each other's beams. 
In one eternal harmony proceed 

Their nice rotations, conſtant to that time, 
That ſtated law, which heaven at firſt ordain'd 
To beautify and to complete the whole. 

With careleſs wonder when the eye ſurveys 
Yon glitt'ring ſpheres above, can it perceive 
An accurate or uniform diſplay ? 

Like one illuſtrious chaos they appear, 
All blazing with a mingled flood of light, 
A glaring gay confuſion undiſpos'd, 
Nought 


* 
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New. igt ſeem confuſion to the eye, 
Yet 1 regular is the whole! What ſeems to wear | 
A ſhew of negligence, the fair reſult 
Of maſterly contrivance ! Tho? they rove, 
Each orb obſerves the limits that confine 
Its bounded tracks from which it never ſtrays, 
What tho? their circuits devious, ill arrang'd 
May ſeem, their mazes intricate and wild, 
Tho' not with golden compaſſes their bounds. 
Are limited, yet all their ſtations know; 
Mark'd out by that unerring pencil's point, 
Which with exacteſt wiſdom ever draws. 
Goodneſs divine! how eminently view'd 
In the bright records of yon blazing arch 
Thro' reaſon's eye could we diſtinctly read 
The plans the heav'nly architect has rais'd 
Thro' all creation's bounds; the mind inſpir'd 
With grateful wonder would applaud that power 
Which form'd' em ev'ry tongue reſound his praiſe. 
How beauteous in themſelves, how well contriv'd 
By wiſdom's guiding hand and matchleſs ſkil] ? 
Anſw'ring each purpoſe, bounteouſly deſign” d. 
Inanimate creation loudly tells 
Thro' all its parts munificence divine, 
In large diffuſive ſtreams to man convey'd! 
With deeper wonder ſtill each thought ſurveys 
Heaven's indulgence more plentifully pour'd 


On 
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On creatures who the gift of life en | 
The ranks unnumber'd, which his o nteous love 
Has ſummon'd into being, to partake 
And ſhare the happineſs for each deſign'd. 
With the kind view to leave each Being bleſt, 
The regions of inferior nature {warm 
Productions numberleſs, with life inſpir'd, 
People the nether world the waters teem 
With millions of the finny race, that roam 
Or in the river, or the ocean's waves; 
While the dry land with ev'ry order teems 
Of diffrent animals; each leaf and flower 
Nurſes its puny tenants, daily fed 
By thoſe nutritious juices unperceiv'd. | 
Say then, why all this vaſt profuſion pour'd 
Of various creatures, thronging ev'ry ſpace 
Of wide creation; flying thro? the air, 
 Treading the ground, or gliding thro' the wave, 
Attend the noble cauſe—the ſov'reign King, 
All nature's bounteous lord, his bleſſings ſtrews 
O'er all her bliſsful regions, to diſplay 
His univerſal love in plenteous ſtreams 
Of goodneſs thro' each element diffus'd. 
A theatre how ſcanty ſtill appear 

The various elements, tho? richly fraught, 
To limit and confine his bleſſings ſhower'd 
O'er ail creation? ſhould we then demand 

5 Why 
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Why ſuch unnumber'd worlds his power has rais'd, 

(With multitudes of beings furmiſh'd all) 

To man as yet unknown, ſtill riſing each 

Above the other, while they ſoar 

From fair to fairer glories, each endow'd 

With nobler richer gifts, till they attain 

In higheſt ranks perfections quite ſublime ? 

All this munificence of heavenly love | 

Spread thro? the various orbs moſt nobly fram'd ; 

Erected in bright order—all diſplay 

His goodneſs, His beneficence, His power. 

?'Twas not to add or to his bliſs or fame, 

Complete e'er yet a ſingle world was rais'd. 

How boundleſs, how exuberant ſuch love! | 

Ten thouſand worlds, each with as many tribes 

Of beings ſenſitive, with life inſpir'd, 

Are ſpacious gardens water'd all with ſtreams, 

Rivers of heaven's rich bounty, which its urns 

Inceſſant on each happy orbit ſhow'r. ; 
Boundleſs munificence ! can thought conceive 

An excellence ſo lovely, ſo divine, I 

As that where infinite indulgence ſhines, - 

Steer'd by unerring wiſdom, by a power 

Sov'reign prompted happineſs to beſtow. | 

A magnet this how pow'rful, oh my ſoul, 

To kindle ev'ry paſſion in thy breaſt 

With ſparks of adoration ! ſhall a toy, 
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A bauble, rival this all-bounteous power, 

A glitt'ring nothing ſteal away thy heart? 

Oh quell the thought Let His creating arm 

Inſtruct thee on His fullneſs to rely; 

His watchful eye perſuade thee to revere 

His juſt decrees ; His heavenly bounties, ſhed 

In ſuch diffuſive ſtreams, thy boſom warm, 

And fire thy grateful heart—to love, adore: 

Not with a laviſh dread or joyleſs awe, 

But with alacrity of mind unfeign'd. | 

How bright the face of yonder glitt'ring ſky ! 

The poliſh'd chryſtal, or the limpid ftiream 

Wear not a rival luſtre half fo clear. 

That ſtately cieling fretted o'er with gold, 

Stretch'd to a ſpace, by thought in vain conceiv'd, 

Where all its ample wide extended round 

Glows undisfigur'd by a ſingle flaw. 

That azure mantle ſpread acroſs the heay'n, 

Spacious enough the concave's arch to throw 

A covering over various worlds, yet ſhines 

Unblemiſh'd by a wrinkle—Yet more pure 

The SanQtity Divine, thro? ev'ry page 

Of heaven's wide volume, wrote in leaves of gold; 

Wiſdom and excellence how fair diſplay'd ! 

His laws, which univerſal nature guide, 

How exquiſitely fram'd, how well contriv'd ! 

That lefs than heavenly wiſdom muſt deſpair 
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To equal or improve the mighty plan. 
To cultivate and grace the human mind, 
(In honour's paths directed how to ſhine) 


What precepts fram'd ſo wiſely to adorn 


And beautify man's life! the keeneſt eye 


Diſcerns not the leaſt error in the ſchemes 


That hide events yet future, deep conceal'd ; 


His wiſdom blameleſs, who from age to age 


Has govern'd worlds triumphant on his throne, 
With beams of pureſt holineſs array'd. | 
What numbers of celeſtial bodies roll 


Along the azure of yon {ky immenſe, 


Unmeaſur'd by thy fancy's longeſt line; : 
View next each orbit's rapid flight, the ſpheres 


Diſtinct and ſep'rate, where they each compleat 


Their various circuits; to each ſtar aſſign'd 
The deſtin'd track, the road where it purſues 
An annual ſtated progreſs ; none e'er known 
To croſs or to obſtru& another's flight, 

Their diſtance ſo immenſe, that each appears 


To the next orb no more than glitt'ring light! 
To what vaſt lengths did then the builder's hand, 
Heaven's mighty architect! ſtretch out the linc | 


That meaſur'd thus the univerſal plan! 
In the abyſs of ſpace my wonder loſt, 
Unfathom'd, boundleſs, infinite is the ſcere. 
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The grand majeſtic dome, yon arching ſky! 
Say, where are fixt the pillars that ſuſtain 
Its ſtately concave ! Whoſe nice curious art 
- Balanc'd the preſſure ſo exactly true! 
Or what foundations choſe to bear its weight, 
Inſuperably ſtrong! Say, what upholds 
The vault ſtupendous Nor by time impair'd, 
When buſy mortals each ſucceſhve age 
Have ſunk, each after each, and diſappear'd, 
Swept off like empty bubbles ſrom the ſtream ! 

Tell us, ye ſons of art, what fixtures bind 
Theſe orbits faſt ! what miracle ſuſtains 
So many pond'rous globes ! prevents their fall 
On other worlds beneath, whoſe weight would 
cruſſi 


nether orb in atoms! Are they hung 
Aloft in chains of adamant or gold ? 

Do brazen columns, rocks of hardeſt ſtone 
Prop up the load enormous, while they ſhine? 
All pendulous in the thin fluid air, 

Hang unſupported, yet the whole ſuſtain'd 

By greater ſtrength, than if the hills had lent 
Lach orb their lofty ridges for a Za/e, 

*Tis heaven's great architect, the hand divine, 
That ſtretches out the north, with all the train 
Of glitt'ring worlds, crouding the empty vcid, 
The earth and all th' ethereal globes on high; 
Vo I. II. 1 Tho? 
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Tho' hung on acehing, yet too deeply laid 

Their ſtrong foundations for or time or power 

To ſhake the props on which all reſt ſecure. 

Their deſtin'd ſtations ever they maintain; 

No ſhocks injurious, or th” impulſive rage 

Of jarring elements have power to move 

"Thoſe everlaſung hinges, where revolve 

Dependent worlds—T'kro' the whole flight of time 

They deviate not the leaſt, ſtedfaſtly ſix'd 

In the one central point to each aſſign'd. 

Surrounded now with wonders, while J gaze 

The great productions of almighty power ; 

'The earth all heauty, glowing all the ſkies ; 

' Thoſe emanations of unwearied love 

Pour'd down on man, to teach as well as pleaſe! 

Take ye ambitious ! ſhare the worthieſt prize 

Unenvy'd, unoppos'd, the glittering toys 

Of worldly flate, the pageants of a day! 

By folly courted, but by reaſon ſcorn'd ; 

Ne'er ſhall my boſom nurſe a fingle thought, 

And fix it on theſe ſplendid ſcenes below; 

Save, when I view them barely to deſpiſe 

Or pity thoſe who court, enjoy, admire. | 
Theſe heavenly orbs, altho' immenſe their ſize, 

Their numbers almoſt infinite, yet roll 

Above, ſubſervient to the great command 
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Marks out the ſpaces and the deſtin'd way 
Along the ethereal plains, where each ſhould wheel: 
Their properties, their number, and their names 9 
Well known to that omniſcient power who holds 
The reins of nature ſixd With greater eaſe 
Marthals the ſtarry legions of the ſky, 
And nicer order than the general's voice, 
His troops arranges in th' embattled fields. 
To ev'ry ſtar above its poſt aſſien'd ; 
Its rout appointed, whence it never turns 
Or deviates once; the time exactly knows 
When from heaven's barriers to begin its flight, 
How long to perſevere, and when return; | 
The law prefix'd by heaven to rule and guide 
The various motions of the ſtarry train, 
(Thro' the long ſeries of revolving years) 
Inviolate and firm; except his will, 
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Who gave the law, conſents to its repeal. 

Still has the godhead power, or to controul 
Their actions, or ſuſpend, and with his ſeal 
Their influence to obſtruct, as he commands, 

Or to augment, or to retard their ſpeed. | 
Von radiant ſun ſince firſt hung up, has blaz'd, 

And travell'd without ſtop the ample round 
And circuit of the heav'ns—but when deſign'd 
Jo ſerve the purpoſes of love divine; 
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His journey is retarded, and the car 

Of this ſwift courier ſtopt in its career, 

On Gibeon's top held back its golden wheels, 
To lengthen and prolong the falling day. 

From the ſame ſov'reign voice the moon receiv'd 
Her charge to brighten the nocturnal clouds; 
Nor to remit her revolutions round . 

The ſpacious circuit of the heavens; while days 
And nights alternate regular ſucceed. 

But when her fav'rite tribes implor'd her ſtay, 
Longer to light the hemiſpheres, thy vales, 

Oh Ajalon * ! with what a glad ſurprize 
Welcom'd the kind delay to haften on 

The gloomy ſhadows, thy attendant train. 

Whene'er Jehovah's ſoes are doom'd to feel 
The weight and terrors of his lifted arm, 

The ſtars compoſe his troops, the clouds diſcharge | 
Their dread artillery—a flood of fire 

Is daſh'd upon the legions which deride 
His wrath and anger—all, how ſoon o'erwhelm'd 
Beneath a torrent of outrageous flames ! 

Material nature in her various forms | | 
Still acts obſequious to heaven's ſtrict command; 
The bellowing thunders liſten to his voice, 

And lightnings darted from the op'ning clouds 
Diſcharge their fires, where that directs their aim. 


The whirlwind and impetuous ſtorm that tear 
* Joſh, X. lie 
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The rock aſunder, ſplit the mountain's brow, 
Have yet their rage augmented or reſtrain'd; 
Silenc'd and huſh'd , or frantic their career, 
As heav'n lets looſe their rage, as heav'n reſtrains. 
His ſov'reign nod the foaming waves revere, 
As he commands them, or to mount or fall, 
T' o'ertop the mountain's height, or to ſubſide 
Within their ample beds, a glaſſy plain, 


What, tho” they daſh the earth, or mount the ſkies, 


By one eternal law are fix'd the bounds, 

The barrier rooted ever to reſtrain 

The ocean's fury, loudeſt when it roars. 

Yet, yet the arm divine not half reveal'd; 

Theſe the leaſt efforts of that ſov'reign power, 

Who hangs (ſtupendous ſcene !) on yonder ſky 

Ten thouſand worlds, wheeling by day and night; 

Their ſtated journies thro? the ethereal plains. 

Theſe planetary ſpheres his wiſdom guides, 

Directs, ordains; marks out the ſhiuing road, 

Tho' ſwifter than the northern blaſt they ſweep. 
Say, if theſe orbs of central fire that blaze 

Acroſs the boundleſs azure, all obey 

And regulate their motions by the will 

Of their ſupreme Creator, who ſuſtains, 

Upholds, repleniſhes their urns with flame; 

Shall univerſal nature, all who ſhare 

The gift of life that cut the patilels air, 

| ti 3 ©: 
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Or tread the earth, or ſkim along the main; 
Shall theſe obedient be to heaven's decrees, 
By inſtinct only guided? (reaſon's ſhame!) 
And man alone, his dignity ſublime, 

(The pedigree of angels ſcarce more fair) 
Forget, or leave the godhead unador'd ? 
Shall Goodneſs unabated want a power 
O'er his wild appetites to throw a rein? 

A ſabje& rebel to the will divine, 

For ever panting after worthleſs toys, 

By fancy courted and by wiſdom ſcorn'd ? 
Shall man with immortality inſpir'd, 
Duration endleſs } ever to ſurvive, 5 
When worlds are whelm'd in duſt, when planets 

ſhine = | = 

And the ſun rolls his golden orb no more; 
Shall he, reluctant, virtue's, reaſon's foe, 
Not bend in adoration to the throne 
Of heaven, nor proſtrate at its altars bow 
AR as directed; be what God ordains? 
Reject the impious thought, my ſou] !—Shall he 
Who ſways his golden ſceptre o%er mankind, | 
The creatures he has form'd, yet want a power 
An abſolute ſubmiſſion to command, | 
From thoſe his pity ſummon'd from the duſt; 
From thoſe his goodneſs ſtill in life ſuſtains. 


When 
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When firſt I trod theſe verdant walks, no ſtar, 
Nor Juminary grac'd the glorious arch, 
Their light extinguifh'd by the luſtre pour'd 
From the meridian ſun's refulgent beams! 
Eclips'd and unobſerv'd, they yet appear'd 
Tro the eye's keener glance! but when the day. 
Ebbing by flow degrees, brought on the eve, 
They burſt in floods of light. Thou Heſperus ſirſt 
We'rt ſeen thy blazing forehead to unveil, 
Prime of the ſtarry hoſt, breaking the ſhades 
Of night, and baniſh'd darkneſs from her brow. 
Others thro? the blue curtains of the ſky. 
Diſclos'd their filver fires, and pour'd around 
Light after light ſucceſſive, to adorn | | 
And beautify the darkneſs.— Vet again; 
Not half the ſplendors of high heav'n unveib'd, 
Unnumber'd orbs burſting from opening clouds, 
And night appearing but a fainter day! 
While ſhining troops in ſweet confuſion blaze 
Acroſs the empyrean plain—the vault above 
One golden conſtellation ſeems a blaz 
Of mingled ſplendors, which their beams diſplay, 
To pour a flood of glory round the world. 
With more attention wondering yet we gaze 
Yon chryſtal concave, ſtill a nobler ſcene 
Attracts the eye, while numbers yet conceal'd 
Of leſſer luminaries now unveil 
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Their twinkling orbits, by a keener view 

Unmark'd before, their ſparks at laſt diſclos'd. 

Theſe form that milky path that ever ſhines 

And glows moſt beauteous, to adorn the ſhades ; 

Seem crowded, not diſſeminated, round 

Night's radiant viſage with their blended beams, 

And form one kindling blaze; the drops of dew 

That gild the orient morning, ſeem leſs fair 

Than this bright path with gems beſprinkled o'er, 
Beſides this vaſt profuſion which the eye 

Diſcovers in the northern heavens diſplay'd ; 

Could fancy bear me nearer to the climes 

Where glows the ſouthern hemiſphere, a choir 

Of other ſtarry bodies would appear, 

From a remoter ſtation ne'er beheld, 

Nor yet their numbers counted—Yet by aid 

Of Galileo's glaſſes, ſtill are ſeen 

Vaſt crouds of flaming orbits, glittering lights, 

Which in the depths of zther lie conceal'd ; 

The keeneſt fight eluding, 'till the eye 

Aſſiſted by the teleſcope unveils 

The hidden luftre—Yet ten thouſand more 

Of theſe illuſtrious ſparks that light the ſky, 

The vaſt expanſe of heav'n, with all the aid 

Of human art, ſhall ever lie conceal'd; 

Too deep immers'd, alas ! for Newton's ſearch ! 

The glaſs may magnify, and ſerve to aid 

| The 
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The viſual nerve, yet art has not a power 
Fo lead the eye, more plainly to admire 
Theſe lucid bodies, which with all the power 
The tube can lend, to magnify their ſize, 
Still gleam as ſmall as ever could we ſend 
A traveller from earth, to mount above 
he cope of heaven, when bore beyond the ſky 
In his aereal flight, yet when arriv'd 
Amidit theſe oceans of celeſtial flame, 
| Travelling thro” diff 'rent worlds, altho' he ſoars 
From high to higher orbs, yet to his eye 
The brighteſt ſtar that glows above, would ſeem, 
Tho? large as earth, a ſpeck of radiant fire. 
Theſeglobes immenſe, theſe magazines of flame, 
Vaſt reſervoirs of light, if reaſon's voice 
We but attend, have errands here below 
Suited to their magnificence; to ſcan 
Their purpoſes and uſe in this dark vale 
Of ignorance, may be a taſk too hard 
For human penetration, yet they ſeem 
Diſpos'd in ſuch an order as to yield 
The higheft ſervice and delight to man, 
Rang'd at a diſtance all, not too remote 
For the pleas'd eye to gaze; nor yet too near 
Our dwellings to annoy us with their beams ! 
On ev'ry ſide around, the azure ſky 


Serves as a ground to heighten and i improve 
Their 
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Their beamy ſplendors. Deſtitute of heat, 
Gentle their influence, raptur'd we behold 
Theſe beauteous orbs of light, whoſe guiltleſs rays 
Steal nothing from the coolneſs of our night, 
Nor break the quiet of our ſoft repoſe, 

Nor ſhine theſe golden luſtres to adorn 
Our palace roofs alone, and with their beams 
To beautify the dark nocturnal gloom; 
Their miniſtry for nobler uſes far. 

Various, tho' regular, their motions ſerve 

To fix the ſeaſons of the changing year; 

By theſe the ſummer, autumn, winter, ſpring, 
Alternately each other ſtill ſucceed, 

The ſtars their monitors, that mark the time, 
Their progreſs to begin, by turns, and end. 
By theſe the peaſant guided when to throw 
Into the furrow'd glebe his golden grain ; 
How oft to turn, what ſeaſon to manure 

For future harveſts the intended ſoil. 

By theſe the navigator croſſes ſeas, | 

Directs his keel, to climes ſecurely rides 

Beneath the burning or the freezing ſkies; 
When with leſs peril to expand his fails _ 

Before the wind, the ſtars his ſoreſt guides; 
When to retain the port ; or from the ſhore 


Launching, to truſt his veſtel to the waves. 


An eaſtern monarch when with theſe compar's 
Acquires a fame moſt noble and ſublime | 
Theſe 
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Theſe form the night's moſt exquiſite attire, 
And richly ſparkle on her ſable robe; 
Oh, gems of fineſt luſtre! but we wrong 
The ſtars when with the brighteſt gems compar'd ! 
Each lucid ſtone is ſeen to blaze no more; 
Quench'd and obſcur'd the golden topaz? flame, 
Whene'er the heavens in floods of glory pour 
Their glowing decorations round the ſky. 
How widely do their radiant honours beam, 
Enlivening night's ſable brow ; no climes 
So diſtant and remote, but joy to view 
Their luſtre and their uſefulneſs admire. 
Paſt generations, each ſucceeding age 
Shall gaze delighted on their vivid flames ; 
The eye ſtill raviſh'd with the beauteous ſcene, 
| Which pleaſes more the oft'ner 'tis ſurvey'd. 

W hat lamp is that which lights the northern ſky, 
Fix'd in the polar point? while others rove 
And ſhift their ſituations ; mount aloft 
The battlements of heav'n, or fink beneath 
The deep horizon; this its ſtation holds 
Ever the ſame, unvaried and unmov'd. 
Ia ev'ry period of the changing year, 
Whate'er the hour of night, you ſtil] behold 
His throne erected high, his orbit blaze 
In the fame fetion, ſcarce revolving round 
His axis; fo minute the courſe he ſteers. | 

How 
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How oft has this kind guide beam'd forth 
his light 

T' aſſiſt the mariner; how often bore 

His bounding veſſel ſafe acroſs the waves, 

To its long wiſh'd-for harbour? Ages paſt, | 

Without a guide, the ſoaming billows clove, 

'The ſport of warring winds, the courſe unknown, 

Whether remote or nearer to the ſhore ; 

The veſſel wander'd—till the polar tar 

The pilot taught, as a celeſtial friend, 

To ſhape his doubtful courſe and ſhift his fails, 

But when his kind effulgence by a cloud, 

Or interfering miſt was once obſcur'd, 

What paſſions tore his breaſt 

and fear 


'twixt hope 


| By turns diſtracted—the tumult'ous wave, 
And raving ocean hardly fluctuates more. 
Again, unfolding yet its blazing eye 
Breaking the gloom of night, his heart was 
chear'd; ü 
Inſtructed by th' d üpielos ſtar, he rode 
Fearleſs, and 'midſt the ſurging waves ſecure. | 
Yon glorious lights of heaven as I ſurvey, 
How diff'rent in their ſplendor they appear. 
Theſe the grand peers that decorate aloft, 
Plebeians thoſe that dart a fainter ray, 
Yet tho? their Pames are vazious, ſtill they boaſt 


Euch 
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Each its peculiar luſtre, blazing round 
The azure vault above, they all conſpire 
To form a rich embroidery, which adorns 
And beautifies the night's enamell'd robe. 
Each from their orbs contributing its ſhare, 
When with amaze I contemplate this dome, 
Survey the mighty ſtructures built above, 
Magnificent o'er all th' ethereal plains ; 
Sources of light, if not the rich abodes 
Of fruitful life—if reaſon may decide 
The doubt, perhaps ſuperior orbs may roll 


More high, and more remote above the ſkies 


Than thoſe our unaſſiſted eye beholds: 
Whoſe light and whoſe effulgence journeying down 


The golden ſleep of heaven with rapid ſpeed, 
Fer ſince creation's birth, have hardly reach'd 


As yet the verge of earth lf farther ſtill 

I ſtretch my thoughts, what meſſage is return'd ? 
With wonder now, and dread amaze I view 
Orders of Beings infinite, thar live 

And people theſe grand ſyſtems from the height 
Above, where ſeraphs blaze upon their thrones, 
Down to the puny tribes that tinge with blue 
The ſurface of the plumb, or mantle o'er 

The ſtanding pool with ſtreaks of gloſſy green. 


* Huygens, | ; 
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How various are the links that join in one, 
By infinite gradations cloſely tied. 
Tho? intricate yet regular the chain 
'That links the nether with the higheſt ſpheres : 
All this the emanations of that power 
Supreme, Omnipotent, whoſe care extends 
To all with life inſpir'd, whoſe hand ſupplies 
Their various wants ; whoſe preſence ſwells 

their joy. 

He rounded in his palm yon g globes cf flame, 
Aw fully large and ample ; he ſuſtains 
Their glowing orbits, pendulous, immenſe ! | 
And decks the vaults of heaven with lucid beams, 
By bim were kindled the retulgent fires 
That dart a flood of glory croſs the air, 
In æther's fluid void ſuſpended all; 
Their circuits fix'd, as their aa dene ſtrong. 
By him directed, from their urns are pour'd 
Oceans of golden light, that ever ſtream 
From their exhauſtleſs fountains, which no time 
Shall waſte, no flight of ages &er impair. 
*T'is he that ſpun, how exquiſitely fine, 
With how exact a nicety, the tubes 
And various ſubtle ſprings, that organize 
And aQuate the ſmalleſt inſects frame 
By him the crimſon current nimbly rolls 

long each beating vein—as he ordains, 
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The vital movements play; our wonder rais'd 
To view an animated point of duſt 
By heavenly power, with breathing life inſpir'd ! 
Theſe all exhibit to the raptur'd ſoul 
How rich a proof of heaven's creating power; 
Call'd firſt into exiſtence by his voice, 

By kis endearing goodneſs ſtill ſuſtain'd, 
Munißcence how ample, how divine! 

How worthy of the godhead ? — Midſt the 

eroud | 


Of Beings numberleſs, that breathe and ſwarm 
Thro' nature's boundleſs circuit, all enjoy 

And ſhare a part in that diſtinguiſh'd care, 

That providence which nurſes, feeds, upholds 
Fach creature joying in their maker's tmiles. 
'Tho? mean their ſordid birth, minute their lize, 
Scarce by the eye diſcern'd, the crawling orm 
And creeping mite; yet all the various tiibes 
Peopling the earth, the ſeas, and pregnant ikies, 
Part of his num'rous family, whoſe voice | 
The duſt and trodden clod with breath inſpires, 
What, tho? archangels on their golden thrones, 
Blazing above, enjoy his nearer ſmiles, 

Bleſt with his preſence, raviſh'd with the beams 
Pour'd from his eye, to glad heavens bliſsful 
choirs: | 

Larth's low inhabitants yet boaſt a ſhare 


Of 


— 
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Of his indulgent pity, none diſcharg'd, 
Excluded none from his paternal care ! 

His ear for ever open to the cries 

Of the young ravens, who each morn demand, 
Each eve requeſt the bounty of his ſkies, 

Which pour their conſtant bleſſings, to ſupply 
'The wants of all the tribes that breathe below. 
Say, in what ſphere and region of the ſky, 

In what dark ſpace of circling orbs, that roll 
Beneath, lives not the preſent God reveal'd ? 
Each world above, each duſt that glows with life, 
The various Beings all that intervene, 
Between theſe wide extremes, all join to hail 
In ev'ry place the footſteps of His pow'r, 
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The touches of His finger, own'd by all | 
The creatures which His voice with life endues. 
In the bright morning's ſun His goodneſs warms, 
| Refreſhes in the cooling breeze at eve; 
Shines in the midnight glowing lamps, and 
fimiles | | 
In ev*ry bloſſom of the flow'ry ſpring ! 
We trace His grandeur, op'ning to the eye 
Thro' nature's wide extent, in ev'ry ſphere 
How manifeſt ! The ſketches of His ſkill 
Plain and apparent, from the cherub thron'd 
Above in glory to the worm that crawls. 


The 
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The earth; the meaneſt of the inſect tribes, 
Bearing impreſſions of thy ſov'ring power.! 

If then theſe beauteous ſpangles, zho/e bright firts 
That blaze in other ſpheres remoter far, 
Whoſe orbs, aſſiſted by the glaſs's aid, are dimly 

ſeen; | 3 
If theſe bright millions that enrich their ſkies 
With golden luſtre, ſhine with native light, 
Fountains themſelves of day, whoſe radiant beams 
Illumine various planets, and inform 
And beantify rich ſyitems of their own ! 
Be loſt me ſoul, in wonder! fo ſurvey 
Th' amazing pomp, in ev'ry midnight ſcene 
That opens to the eye—What boundleſs ſtores 
And riches how immenſe are ſtrew'd around 


The great Jehovah's empire? Yet whate'er 
The ſplendors which ten thouſand orbs diſplay, 
All fink to nothing, diſappear and die, 

Drop all their boaſted glories, rich attire, 
Weigh'd in the ſcale with one z7mmortal ſoul— 
Whoſe happineſs to crown, and bliſs compleat 
Omnipotence has work'd thro" ev'ry age! 

One moment more, let this important theme 
Engage my grateful thought, e'er yet the muſe 
Of heaven's bright regions takes a laſt adieu! 
Say then, what triflin g ſchemes, what worthleſs toys 
The monarch's and the ſtateſman's cares demand? 

Vol. II. 1 To 
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To ſtretch the wings of commerce; to convey 
Britain's victorious flags from ſhore to ſhore, 
To viſit other worlds; their fails to wave 
Where other ſtars and unknown planets blaze; 
Tro lead embattled legions to the field; 
And dye the crimſon turf with millions ſlain; 
To reſcue ſtates from ſlav'ry's iron yoke, 
Aſunder burſt the captive's galling chain 


Diſtinctions theſe that merit high renown, | 


Demanding their reſpective ſhare of fame! 

But what the naval, what the mural crown, 

The plume that waves upon the victor's brow, 
And ſhews him half immortai! ?—Thinneſt ſhades 
Of empty grandeur theſe, that fade away 

And drop their boaſted glories, when compar'd 
With heaven's ſuperior triumph, who redeems 

A ſoul from death ! that teaches man to rite 


| Untrembling from tne grave; holds out that light 
Which guides him ſafe to yonder golden ſkies 
To life immortal—joys that never fade! 
Amidſt yon radiant worlds, yon beauteous ſcene; 
That ſhine above, my fancy oft has rov'd; 
Oft travelPd o'er thoſe glowing fields of light. 
Tho? careleſsly ſurvey'd and dimly ſeen | 
The majeſty of that celeſtial train 
That fires the heavens, the ſtarry tribes that pour 
Oceans of flame acroſs the lucid air, 


Tinging 
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Tinging the firmament, I've felt a power 
Secret and magical, that drew my thought 
From objects leſs important, from the toys 
Which vanity preſents to lure the vain ! 

Drew me from earth, from all the low purſuits 
That folly plans—and bore me to the ſkies. 


Methought a voice, ſoft breathing from the ſpheres, 
A call, in mercy utter'd, bid me ſpurn 
Earth's mean allurements; with ambition fir'd, 
To ſigh for higher bliſs, for Joys ſublime 
Reach'd out to man. 

Nor ſhine theſe lamps on high 
Juſt to indulge the ſight; their orbs diffuſe 
A luſtre, to inſtru, as well as pleaſe; 
They moralize, at once, and light the heart, 
Juſt as they diſſipate night's heavy gloom ; 
Each has its voice, which wiſdom joys to hear. 
How mean their office, were ſuch myriads rang'd 
Aloft in ſuch profuſion, ſuch array, 
If only to direct our ſteps; to ſooth 
And ſoften the dark horror of the ſhades ! 
To me ye friendly orbs, oh lend your aid. 
Kind counſellors of wiſdom, may I feel 
Your ſov'reign influence, beaming on my ſoul, 
Vith pious tranſport all my boſom warm, 
At once my teachers, and my guides to bliſs ; 
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Oh! by your ſilver rays direct my way 
Up to thoſe golden ſeats, where fits enthron'd 
All nature's awful God; the path that leads 
To his divine abode, whoſe preſence ſheds 
On all, whoſe virtues lift 'em to the ſkies, 
One endleſs, unabating tide of joy. 

I gaze, I ponder—pond'ring, as I gaze 
On things ineffable; oft fix an eye 
Of awe and adoration, as I pay 
A viſit to the ample wide expanſe 
Of yonder heavens.—Yet again, I view 
And traverſe the rich ſcene, ftill entertain'd 
With freſh delight, till fancy mounting high 
On Contemplation's wing, in wonder loſt, 
Flags in her airy flight, grows faint and dies. 
But, ah, in ſpite of all my cloſe reviews, 
How little known do all thoſe orbits ſhine, 
Blazing above, to ſhame and to confound 
Man's purblind wiſdom—who attempts in vain 
To travel with the ſtars, or to ſurvey 
Thoſe vaſtly diſtant ſuns, immers'd how deep 
In the blue æther's vaſt remote profound; 
Where circling round the fan's enlivining ſphere, 
A thouſand varicus worlds inceſſant roll 
With Nezwtor's piercing genius if inſpir'd, 
And reaſon's philoſophic eye I foar, 
Beyond yon flaming azure to explore 
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The height, the number, and the glitt'ring train Hi 
Of worlds that wheel along th' ethereal ſpace; b 
How vain the bold attempt! ten thouſand more Fi 
Remoter ſuns than thoſe the eye can trace | 


In the deep vaults of heav'n ſtill lie conceal'd, 
How dim our boaſted knowledge ? All we know, ol! 
Proud ignorance in learning's habit viel'd! 
The ſcanty images and dim light that beams 
On the mole's feeble optics, when ſhe leaves 
Her cavern'd darkling cell, is yet as ſtrong 4 
As his, who with immod'rate thirſt eſſays * 
Nature's myſterious ſecrets to unfold, 
The heights immenſe, the vaſt abyſs, where roll 
The ſtarry orbits—Nobler far the aim ” 
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To cultivate the heart, than to explore # 

The heavens unfathom'd ſecrets, or to ſtrive 1 

To meaſure with dark reaſon's ſcanty line hl 
The Godhead's eſſence, to deſcribe the bounds 0 


ä 


And limits of almighty ſov'reign power! 
How proud and vain the enterpriſe that leaves 
The ſage near on a level with the fool. 

Be it my chiefeſt ſtudy to acquire 
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What reaſon can purſue, with eaſe attain, 19 
Of infinite advantage when acquir'd! "Ri 
Yet let me cultivate and carry on 1 
A friendly correſpondence with the worlds 14 
That beautify yon heavens, whoſe influence ſerves 15 
I 3 To {Fil 

| 1 

19 

bi 

16 

1 


134 CONTEMPLATIONS 

To nurſe the ſeeds of virtue in my ſoul ; 

The tracts ſublime above, the rich attire 

That decorates the ſkies ; ſuppreſs my pride 

And tow'ring thoughts, too often that aſpire 

To ſoar above their reach—May yonder fires 

Glowing along the ſky, my heart enflame 

With warm adoring gratitude—Thoſe orbs 

Immenſe and pond'rous, reſting on his arm, 

Teach me with ſtrong affiance to rely 

And fix my hope on heav'n's ſupporting power, 
The raptur'd muſe, who now has travell'd o'er 

All nature's wide expanſion, here refigns 

Her pleaſing toil ; that temple firſt ador'd, 

Arch'd with the vaulted ſky, emblazon'd fair 

With ſtars, and ſtretching far beyond the bounds 

Where fancy on her boldeſt wing &er ſoar'd. 

An eye of adoration firſt ſhe threw _ 

On theſe ſublime magnificent diſplays 

Of heavenly power; in theſe bright ſcenes, 
where light | | 

Emerging after light, and worlds upriſe 

O'er other worlds, the Godhead arm reveal, 

RefleRed from each planct's orb; bright rays 

Streaming from myriads of celeſtial lamps 

That decorate the heaven. Oh! beauteous work 

Of wiſdom, where a thouſand azure ſheets 

Of æther the rich yoiume's leaves enfold 
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In orbs of radiance ſhining; ev'ry line 
With everlaſting characters engrav'd ! 

This midnight ſolemn ſcene, e'er yet I cloſe, 
Spirit divine ! indulge one labour more, 
Nor let the muſe conclude her rapt'rous theme 
E'er ſhe has breath'd a parting ſtrain, to hail 
All nature's awful Sov'reign: let the flame 
By heaven be kindled, that her voice inſpites, 
To pour her adoration at the ſhrines, 
Where lives Jehovah thron'd ; a hymn of praiſe 
Worthy the world's great Archite& ; the ſong 
Not deem'd ungrateful to his liſt'ning ear. 


The ſpacious firmament on high, 
With all the blue ethereal ſhy, 
And ſpangling heavens, a ſhining frame, 
Their great original proclaim ; 
Th unxearied ſun from day to day 
Does his Creator's power diſplay, 
Aud publiſhes to ev ry land 
The werk of an almighty hand. 


Soon as the ev'ning ſhades prevail, 
The moon takes up the vond"rous tale; 
And nightly to the liſt' ning earth 
Repeats the flory of her birth ; 
pile all the ars that reund her burn, 
And all the tlanets in their turn, | 
14 | Confirm: 
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Confirm the tidings as they roll, | 
And ſpread the truth from pole to pole. 


What tho? in folemn filence all 
Move round the dark terreſtrial ball; 
What the? no real voice or ſound, 
Amid the radiant orbs be found; 

In reaſon's ear they all rejoice, 


And utter forth a glorious vice; 
For ever ſinging as they ſhine, 


+ «© The hand that made us is divine.” 


+ Pſalm xix, by Mr, Addiſon, 


A 


WINTER PIECE. 


* ES In the genial months, fo heaven 
ordain'd 


Bright as the few of nature ſhines his love ; 
When Spring the faireſt daughter of the year 
Smiles on the teeming earth ; in ev'ry ſound 
The raptur'd ear finds muſick's ſoothing trains, 
In ev'ry ſcene new beauties charm the eye; 
'The clouds their fatneſs drop as they deſcend 
In gentle dews ; the pregnant air tranſpires 
Its liquid balm ; the flowers where'er we tread, 
O'er the gay plains their various ſweets diſcloſe. 
He midſt the heats which burning ſummer brings 
Expands the opening leaves and forms their ſhade. 
He ſpreads the verdant arbor's cool retreat 
To guard us in its covert, till the eve 
'To fan and cheer us wakes the gentle breeze : : 
The moſly turf invites us to recline 
Our ſultry limbs upon its couch of down ; 
The riv'let gently gliding thro” the vale 
Inſpires us with its murmurs, trickling o'er 
The pebbles, fancy ſoothing as they fall. 

Rich 
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Rich by his bounty autumn cloaths the field 


With yellow treaſures, while each hanging bougk 


With beauteous loads of golden fruitage bends. 
Enriching thus our hoſpitable board 

With preſent plenty, while each glebe prepares 
*Gainſt future wants a copious magazine, 

Say, in theſe fav'rite periods of the year, 
Theſe ſeaſons only, does the Godhead ſhower 
His bounteous o1fts on man ? Does winter wear 
No tokens of his preſence ? Wants its voice 
A tongue of eloquence to breathe his praiſe ? — 


Chaſtiſe the impious thought—The God is heard | 
In the loud whirlwind ; ſtorms and tempeſts join 


Their mingled force, his orders to obey ; 

To own, to rev'rence, and revere his power, 
The piercing froſts their ſov'reign loud proclaim, 
While ſhiv'ring nations tremble at his arm 
As lifted up in vratz—Be winter then 
My theme a while—perhaps its barren ſcenes 
May fructiſy the mind—the rig'rous cold 
That binds the freezing earth in icy chains, 
May ſerve to open and enlarge the heart; 

And pious awe the raptur'd boſom warm! 

How ſhort the progreſs of retreating day: 

To regions more remote the ſun retires 


With 
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With flow and tardy ſteps along the ſky ! 
With ſhy indiff'rence now he ſhews his beams 
Juſt on the edges of his ſouthern ſphere ; 
And caſting an oblique and feeble glance, 
Looks dimly on our world, and ſcarcely throws 
A ſcatter'd light to cheer the gloomy air ! 
Dim is his aſpect, faintly ſhine his rays ; 
Scarce viſible his languid orb appears 
Juſt thro? the cloud the moments that he ſtays, 
Or if by chance with brighter beams he glows 
Cloudleſs his brow, yet like the young and gay 
Shut in the houſe of mourning, with what ſpeed 
He haſtens from theſe joyleſs climes to cheer 
His ſouthern empires with more light and day. 
Let him then wing his journey, for his beams 
Serve only to unveil ſad ſcenes of woe 
Jo each repining eye The flowers that glow'd 
Late on their ſpicy beds are ſeen no more, 
By the keen winter's chilling breath deſtroy'd. 
Silent is ev'ry grove, the feather'd tribes _ 
No more enchant us with their thrilling ſongs 
Stript of their verdure, laſh'd by angry ſtorms, 
Tne leafleſs trees their naked branches ſpread | 
To the relentleſs and unpitying ſkies, | 
Fragrance no longer floating in the air; 


Quite 
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Quite chill'd with hov'ring damps and noxi- 
ous pales, | | 

Nature throws off her beauteous robes ; no more 
Garniſh'd and lovely in her rich attire, 
Sits like a mournful widow clad in weeds ; 
While rattVing winds in doleful accents howl, 
And clouds a deluge pour along the plains, 

Yet mourn we not the ſwift retreat of day. 
When fun'ral black is hung around the room, 
Sad ſcenes of ſorrow op'ning to the eye, 

Who, but would wiſh the taper's glimm'ring light 
Extin& and vaniſh'd, ſerving but to hew 
Horrors already dark—more horrid ſtill, 

The day decreaſing now, how ſhort his flight, 
The journey of the ſun above our ſphere, 

Half blotted from the year's revolving round! 
The vapours gather now, now thicken more, 
Into a dark impenetrable gloom ; 

Till open'd all the ſluices of the ſky, 

The rains now ruſh, the burſting low-hung clouds 
Pour from above their congregated ſtores | 
In unabated torrents; from the eaves _ 

The waters drop inceſſant ; the loud ſtream 
Ruſhes from ev'ry ſpout, and roars along 

The channell'd pavement ; ev'ry village whelm'd 
With muddy ſhallows—ſhould the careleſs hand. 
Or unattentive eye forget to guard 


The 
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The roof ill cover'd, the deſcending ſnower 

Thro' every opening finds its way, 
Chaſtiſing thus the peaſant's want of care: 

His half till'd acre now the hind forſakes, 
Dripping all wet to the cloſe covert haſtes; 
The drooping poultry to avoid the ſtorm, 

The tenants of the grove fold up their wings, 

Afraid to launch into the ſtreaming air! 

Each beaſt diſpirited, and joyleſs flies 

To its dry ſhed—The roads are ſill'd with ſhow'rs 

W hich ſwell each torrent—rivers long confin'd 

Within their deſtin'd banks, now lifted high, 

At laſt by rolling currents burſt their bounds 

With rage impetuous, ruſh into the plain, 

And ſpreading far and wide their madding waves, 

The meads beneath a ſoaking deluge drowns ! 

Happy for man theſe inundations rage, 

When no gay flow'ry crops the vale adorn ; 
No fields with bending golden harveſts crown'd, 

Then, had the torrent burſt the angry ſky, 

The peaſant's toil and product of the year 

Beneath the wat'ry ruin had been whelm'd 3 
But providently tim'd, as now deſcend 

The winter ſhowers, they fall but to manure, 

Fnrich, and fructify the fertile foil, 

Great Lord of nature! in thy heav'n enthron'd! 


 Miazeltic, mighty, wond'rous are thy ways! 
| Say, 
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Say, when the air is calm what mounds encloſe 
The impriſon'd winds ? where fleep they ? where 


repos'd | 

In ſilence does the fetter'd tempeſts dwell ? 
At thy command they buiſt their priſon doors, 
Awaken all their rage! from out their cells 
Burſt with impetuous fury, ſcatt'ring dread 
And menacing deſtruction where they roar, 

See the whole atmoſphere is now embroil'd 
In wild confuſion ; as along the ſy _ 
The aereal torrent burſts with rapid ſpeed 
O'er continents and ſeas—all nature feels 
The dreadful ſhock, now rocking to and fro, 
And trembles where the blaſt with fury drives, 
Beneath its ſcourge the ſhatter'd foreſt groans; 


To their deep roots its ſturdy ſons are ſtrain'd, 
And kiſs the ſoil they once were pleas'd to ſhade. 
The ſtubborn oak diſdaining now to bend, 
Lies proſtrate, headlong daſh'd upon the ground; 
While in the marſh the flexile reed that ſprings, 
And to the guſt its pliant temper yields, 
Eludes the ratt'ling tempeſt, and ſurvives 
The waſting havock o'er the foreſt ſpread. 

One moment ſilent, the outrageous ſky 
Seems to abate its fury—but the blaſt 
Is intermitted only to encreaſe 
' Its wrath, and with augmented madrefs roar, 


Soon 
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Soon the reſounding ſquadrons of the air 

Return the bold attack, and ſoon renew _ 

'Their ravages again with double force ; 

The ftately dome amidſt the wheeling clouds 
Rocks on its firm foundations ; the ſtrong tower 

Shook by the ſtorm, now totters on its baſe ; 

Beneath its ruins threat'ning to o'erwhelm 

The wretches, its ſtrong walls were built to ſave! 

The ragged rocks now rent in ſhatters fly, 

Tore by loud ſplitting tempeſts, ſcarce the hills 

On their deep rooted bottoms ſtand ſecure ; 

Where now the place of refuge or retreat, 

When cities reel, when domes are whelm'd in duſt ? 

Sleep from the eye amaz'd affrighted flies, 

Each gay diverſton into horror chang'd ; 

The elements all uproar, ghaſtly fears 

Pale ev'ry human viſage, one wide ſcene 

Oft rueful deſolation cov'ring all | 

The mournful face of nature—yet are theſe 

Th' inferior miniſters of wrath divine, 

Of milder indignation ; when it burns, 

When heaven's dread Sov'reign, with veng'ance 
ard; 

Collects, and ſets his terrors in array; 

When riſing from his throne to fix the doom 

Of nations, and to ſhake the world with fear ; 


"How 
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How will proud man be humbled in the duſt 

His lofty looks how ſunk in fell deſpair ? 

With dire commotions now the ocean ſwells, 

From their capacious bed the waves are heav'd, 

And leave the bottom of the deep reveal'd ; 

With rapid ſpeed now bore up to the clouds 

They ſweep o'er rocks, they laſh the mountain's 

« brow, 

High toſs'd, and foaming in th' encumber'd air. 

From their ſtrong anchors navies now are torn, 

Whirling with all th' enormous load they bear, 

Swift as an arrow, wild as are the winds, 

Acroſs the mad abyſs they now ariſe, 

And climb the rolling mountains; no they plouph 

Their topmoſt ridge, and ſeem to lave the ſcies, 

Then plung as ſwift into the gulph beneath, 

Loſt to themſelves alike, and to the day. 

Vain is the pilot's art, his ſtrength but vain ! 

Like drunkards now the tow'ring veſſels reel, 

Rock'd to and fro upon the foaming waves, 

Each mariner within the | jarring hold,. 

For ſafety to the cracking cordage clings, 

While o'er the deck the ſurging ocean rolls. 

On ev'ry cheek pale dread and wild deſpair 

Sit ghaſtly Death now view'd in ev'ry wave. 

In this diſtreſs, with dangers compaſs'd round 

Why ſhould the boſom faint, or heart deſpair ? 
Say, 
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Say, does the billows of the raging main | 
Shorten Jehovah's arm, or is his ear 
By bellowing tempeſts, or the thunder's roar 
Made deaf, and unattentive to thy prayer, 


Who holds the winds confin'd, and in whoſe hand- 


The waters of the ocean lie enclos'd. 

Gracious to hear, almighty ſtill to ſave, 

If he commands the ſtorm ſhall rave no more, 
Huſh'd by his voice to ſilence ; the loud waves, 
Still d by his word, ſubſide into a calm; 
Light'nings their fiery bolts ſhall hurl aſide 


| And ſhine with guiltleſs flames. The floating bark 


Inſtead of plunging down the wat'ry deep, 

In the wiſh'd harbour ſhall yet ride ſecure. 
Yet ah ! how oft, to cloſe the joyleſs day, 

A night more ſad and horrible ſucceeds ? 

The lazy low'ring vapours wear a veil 

Scarce broken by the ſun's meridian rays * 

The night o erwhelm'd with darkeſt pitchy gloom, 

The moon withdrawing all her filver beams ; 

Each ſtar unable now to burſt the clouds 

But loſt behind the thick incumbent ſhades. 

Solemn and awful the black ſcene appears, 

Like a return of chaos, or a ſhrowd 

(Yer univerſal nature's viſage ſpread— 

Parent of terrors this, clouding the mind. 


Vo L. II. | With 
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With ghaſtly boding thoughts—The tempeſt late 

Marking its rapid way with miſchief arm'd, 

'The night her dark pavilion ſhrouding now 

With horrors, which the foul alike diſmay. 

How various are the robes that nature wears, 

How changeable her dreſs! I left her plain 

Laſt eve, and unadorn'd ; now a thick rime 

Has ſhed its hoary honours o'er each ſcene; 

Quite ſhagg'd the ſlcecy flocks, and criſp'd the 

.- hair | 

Of the chill'd traveller—the hedges all 

Are richly fring'd, and powder'd all the ground, 

Each hanging bough with ſilver tinſePd o'er, 

The forreſt feather'd with white plumy waves. 
But, ah ! the Gay how often they're depriv'd 

Of worth and merit? — ' Midſt this glitt'ring ſhew, 
Theſe gawdy decorations, the chill'd air 


Is choak'd with noxious damps ; ; whole influence 
ſpreads 


All deep and wide—Upon the ſprings of life 
Hangs an oppreſſive weight, unactive now, 

A lifeleſs languor cloggs the ſleepy ſoul, 
While the dull purple ſtream but faintly glides 
Along its channels; the bright ſun in vain, 
Tho' ſtriving hard, exerts his beaming powers, 
Unable with his hotteſt fierceſt ray 


To 
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To diffipate the vapour; {till the cloud 
Thick, ſullen and malignant, blats the day; 
Maintains its gloomy empire in the ſky; 
The world envelops in a duſky veil, 
And ſhuts each beauteous landſchape from the 
k Ws | 
I try ſome neighbouring village to deſcry, 
Direct my eye to find the ſoaring tower; 
Yet, ah! the neareſt hut now ſcarce beheld! 
Where are yon heaven's blue arches, where the 
beams | I | | 
The ſun was wont from his bright orb to pour ? 
Loſt now the wide creation's beauteous ſcenes, 
While darkneſs all its viewlefs glories ſnrouds. 
The world's wide theatre, its ample round, 
Crowded fo late, ſeems now an empty void, 
An undiſtinguiſſi'd blank, its faireſt ſcenes. 
Thro' the dark miſt as I direct my way, 
It ſeems at diſtance a thick ſolid gloom ; 
Shut out from ev'ry glimpſe of light I ſeem 
Impriſon'd in a dungeon; but when near 
The darkneſs J approach, how pleas'd I view 
The light reſtor'd, the æther leſs obſcure, 
The miſt much thinner than it firſt appear'd ! 
Sometimes the various face of nature wears 
A form more pleaſing, as the ſober eve 
K 2 Ad- 
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Advances now to cloſe the ſhort-liv'd day, 
Clear and unſully'd now the azure ſky 
Shines in its brighteſt robes; the ſtarry train, 
Unnumber'd, now aſcend their brilliant thrones ; 
| Gild the fair roof of heaven; the froſt now pours 
Its ſubtle penetrating ſhafts around, 


Sharp and 1ntenſely keen, the rigid air 
Continues all the lengthen'd night to ſhed 

Its chilling influence when the ſlow-pac'd morn 
Naw opens her pale eye, in what diſguiſe, 
How curious and amazing nature ſhews 

Herſelf array'd! The pendant iſicles 

Jagg'd and unpoliſh'd on the topmoſt eaves ; 
And hoary films encruſt each window's glaſs, 
Where landſchapes riſe and mimic figures ſwell 
By fancy painted—See the fruitful fields 

All harden'd into ſteel ; the moiſten'd meads 
Congeal'd to firmeſt marble, and reſound, 

Effect how ſtrange ! the peaſant's haſty tread, 
Again it ſpreads, and ſee the freezing ſtream 
Now ſtopp'd, arreſted in its ſwift career, 
And to its banks in icy ſetters bound. 

The fluid path becomes a ſolid road, 

And where the finny tribes were us'd to play, 
The youth now ſlide, and rattling chariots roll. 
Nay, the ſame breath of heaven which turns the lake 


inn 
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kato a eryſtal pavement, cleaves the oak, 

In pieces torn with wedges unperceiv'd; 
And while it ſplits the northern iron, builds 
A bridge of icy rock acroſs the ſeas. 

Clear and ſerene the ſky, which now refin'd 
Buy nitrous particles, preſents the eye 
With views diftin&, extenſive, unconfin'd. 
Infection's latent noxious ſeeds no more 
Poiſon the wholſome ſky, the peſt deſtroy'd 
While yet in embryo—the conſtringing air 
New braces our ſtrong nerves, the ſpirits glow, 
And ſally briſkly now thro' ev'ry vein 
To execute their office; if beneath 
Such clear unclouded ſkies, fo bright a ſun 
In ſummer months had ſhone, we ſoon had moan'd 
The melting fervors, and, ſupinely laid, 
Stretch'd out our ſoften'd limbs beneath the ſhade 
Of the cool ſpreading beach, at eaſe reclin'd ; 
But briſk and livelv now all nature ſeems, 

All active and in motion, none are ſeen 
To loiter in the path with folded arms. 

Firſt ſwept the ſnowy deſarts, now the winds 
With pointed freezing particles, all arm'd, 
Fierce and impetuous on cur iſlard pour, 

And wreck their fury—as beneath the clouds 
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Scouling and black, with a dread whizzing ſound, 
They drive and thunder thro' the darken'd air 
Growling around our houſes they aſſail | 
Our doors and windows; walls can ſcarce reſtrain, 
Or bars exclude their entrance, thro' each pore 
And cranny as they force their rapid way ! 
Ice hangs upon their wings - ſcatt'ring around 
Agues, and winter raging where they fly! | 
Their breath like ſearing ſteel that ſweeps away 
'The little verdure left upon the plains. 
The keeneſt knife leſs fatal than the edge 
Of winter's tooth that blaſts the ſhatter'd bough 
And kills the grounded root—let not the corn 
Now. venture frem its furrows, nor the tree 
Unfold its tender bloſſoms, Kill confin d 
Within the guardian bark ; but dread in time 
Theſe ſavage murdering tempeſts that deſtroy 
The hope and promiſe of th' advancing year, 
How piercing 1s the air ? what heart has power 
Unſhivering to endure the pinching cold ? 
Each viſage now how pale! the virgin's cheek 
No longer blooming, wears a pallid hue !— 
Joyous and eaſy, you who now regale 
With mirth and plenty round the glowing fire 
With pity touch'd, each wretch's fate bemoan 
Shiv'ring in poverty's fad cheerleſs cell! 
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Their ſhatter'd glaſs admits the piercing winds; 
A tatter'd velt their covering, while a few 
Faint dying embers in their chimnies glow, 
And rather mock than their chilPd bodies warm. 
While then the gen'rous juices of the vine 
Sparkle within your glaſſes, or the ſtreams 
Of the green Indian leaf, high flavor'd, fume 
In their gay porc'lain vaſes, turn your eyes 
In pity on each naked wretch that moans 
| Amidft the rigour of inclement ſkies, 
Shrunk up with ſickneſs, or benumb'd with age, 
Or pierc'd with craving hunger; bid their Joins 
Bleſs you for the warm garment you beſtow ; 
Supply their needful food; your fuel ſpare 
To check the hardſhips of the raging year. 
Methinks the bluſtering winds now plead aloud 
For each poor indigent Oh may they breathe 
Soft pity in your boſoms, while they blow _ 
Diſtreſs and want into each wretch's cell. 
Obſerve thoſe ruddy. coals, thoſe azure flames 
Which, quicken'd by the cold, more lively glow! 
A filent admonition to the gay 


And chearful circle that around them ſmile ! 
Learn hence, and let benevolence inſpire 

And kindle in each breaſt a cordial love 

To each ſad object, who for mercy ſues, 

K 4 Detain 
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Detain not your ſuperfluous piles, but quick, 

Quick let them haſte to cheriſh and relieve - 

The ſtarving family—Bid them expire | 

In many a willing welcome blaze, to calm 

And mitigate the rigors of the year. | 

The winds their taſk fulfill'd now rage no 

more, | | 

But filent to their northern cells retire ; 

The load of clouds they bore upon their wings, 

Emptying e now burſt in flights of 
ſnow ; 

Sadd'ning the lowring {ky ; the ſkirmiſh ſlight 

At firſt, a gen'ral onſet ſoon ſucceeds! | 

The flakes more thick and num'rous now deſcend, 

Pour'd from the clouds in one continu'd flow, 

Floating along the air in fleecy ſhow'rs, | 

All night in ſtill and ſofteſt filence reigns. 

When now the morn unveils its radiant eye, 
On nature's ſace how great a change appears! 
Say, do we view that world we gaz'd before ! 
No various colours o'er its ſurface ſpread ; 

The trees now ſcarce diftingutſh'd by the eye 

From the high tow'ring hills on which they 
grow ! 

The glebe and paſture now but one appear, 


Wear 


A WINTER PIECE. 153 
Wear the ſame livery each, and blended lie 

In bright confuſion, which augments the light 
And ſplendor of the day; the lawn leſs fair | 
Than the white ſhining robe that cloaths the field, 
The lilly's ermine tarniſh'd, ſhould it rear 

Its head in preſence of the rival ſnow. 


Dnſatisfy'd with one ſhort glance, the eve 


Views and reviews again the ſhining ſcene ; 
Each hedge array'd and veſted in a robe, 
Wore by the ſpotleſs veſtal ; ev'ry dome 
With the ſame roof and luſtre now adorn'd ; 
Each mead now cover'd with a radiant veſt 
Of pureſt white, the loaded foreſts bend 
Beneath their lovely burden; all below 
One wild and ſhining waſte of filver hue, 
Amazing, various, how Thy works ſurprize, 

Creation's awful Sov'reign! Nature bends 
Pliant and ductile to thy forming hand, 

Do thou direct, one ſubſtance ſhall aſſume 
A ſhape quite diff'rent, variouſly combin'd 
In figures numberleſs—if thou ordain'ſt, 
The water-drops are moulded into hail, 
Diſcharg'd upon the earth in rattling ſhow'rs; 
Or harden'd into ice ſerve to defend, 
And with a breaſt-plate guard the ſolid ſtream, 
Speak thou, and the ſame element is chang'd 

To 
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To hoary froſt, like aſhes ſprinkled o'er, 
Or ſpread upon the ſurface of the ground 
In ſwelling couches of deep flaky down. 

The ſnow whoſe ſubſtance ſeemingly appears 
Rigid and cold, yet but a mantle thrown _ 
To warm the glebe and guard the winter corn, 
Cheriſh its infant growth; a garment ſpread 
From nipping froſts its verdure to ſecure, 

A foſtering influence and proteding care 

A while exerting, by the fun till warm'd 

Or thaw'd by ſoft'ning gales, it melts away 

In genial moiſture ; ſinks into the ſoil, 

And with rich nitre ſaturates its pores ; 

With vegetative life inſpires the glebe, 

Which ſoon will open in the bloom of ſpring, 

And in the golden fruits of autumn ſmile. 
Nature at laſt throws off her lucid veil, 

And gently drops it in a trickling :haxv ; 

The looſen'd ſnow now rolls in filver rills 

Down from the houſes tops, the hills are ſeen 

Thro' various op'nings—which while we ſurvey. 

Still larger and more num'rous {till appear! 

Each branch at laſt by ſlow degrees drops down. 

Its hoary burden ; from the ſpringing bough 

Part falls upon the ground, or ſcatter'd flies 

Abroad in ſhining atoms thro? the air! 


Our 
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Our fields and gardens lately hid beneath 
Deep drifts of ſnow, diſtin& and plain revive, 
Since nature once again appears renew'd, 
Has ſhe no traces left, nor yet impair'd, 
No beauties yet to boaſt of, which ſurvive 


The winter's chilling breath———the ſcatter'd 


few, 

Like conſtant real friends, how thin and rare; 
For their attachments the more highly priz'd. 
Still glowing here and there the holly ſhews 
Her golden berries in gay cluſters hung; 
Her graceful tufts the laureſtine ſtill ſpreads, 
Both in a verdant foliage ſafe enclos'd : 
The plain but hardy ivy with its bough 
Cloaths the decrepid wall, nor e'er declines 
Its friendly office, tho? the low'ring ſkies 
Threaten, and tempeſts roar along the air. 
The laurel, firm, ere& and bold, expands 

Its leaf of vivid green, and undiſmay'd, 
Tho? winds and rains and froſts at once unite- 

To blaſt its deathleſs glory, ſtill maintains 
Its poſt unhurt, while withering millions lie 
Robb'd of their blaſted beauties all around 
Worthy by conquering the keen winter's rage 
To crown and to adorn the victor's brow |! 


Nor 
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Nor muſt the muſe forget the poet's bay, 
'That ſcorns to owe its verdure to the gleams 
Of a few ſunny days, too proud to change 

Its hew, or vary with the opening year. 
Theſe and a few aſſociates ſtill array'd 
In all their native verdure, ſpring and bloom 
In the cold chilling months and bleakeſt climes! 

Say, if the light-arm'd ſquadrons of the ſky 
The ſnow compoſes, we may term the HAI 
Its loud artillery ; when drove along 

By fierce impetuous winds, how dire its rage; 
How dreadfully deſcends the ſtony ſhow'r ? 

See how it bounds from off the frozen ground, 
Turns rivers into ſmoak, and as it falls 
Scourges the whiten'd billows into foam. 
The infant flowers are cruſh'd, in pieces torn 
The gard'ners early plants; to ſhatters turn'd 
Each glaſs that ſtrove in vain to check their 

Be 
Nor ends its fury here, its ſhafts i it pours. 
While the laſh'd traveller his way ourfies, 
Who turns his face to ward the deſtin'd blow, 
Or on his cheek to feel the guſhing blood. 
The? hous'd he vainly hopes to find retreat; 
Like a bold victor, who reſolv'd the foe 
Shou'd not eſcape his ſword, cnt'ring e'en here, 

. In 
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In pieces daſhing ev'ry crackling pane. 

But ſee, the fierce attack is quickly o'er ; 

The clouds ſoon ſpend their darts, unſtring 
their bow! | 

How happy that the elements which rage 

With ſuch impetuous fury, ſhould ſo ſoon. 

Exhauſt their fary ; ſhould. the tempeſt rave 

A length of time, ah, who could then avoid 

The ruin, or the dreadful ſhock endure ? 

But ſee the heav'nly bow, that peace pro- 

claims, | g 

Bending acroſs the cloud in varied dies; 

How delicately is its texture wove. 

| h Its ample circle round the painted ſky 

Bids us forget the horrors of the ſtorm ; 

How elegant its form, how richly ſhine 

Its beauteous tinctures, more eſteem'd and 
priz'd, ; Fs 

For the kind meſſage that it thus unfolds, 

The violet and roſe their colours blend 

In 1ts fair bluſhing aſpeCt ; in the news 

It brings to man, the branch of olive ſhines ; 

A ſtrong inſurance, that the world no more 

Shall dread a ſecond deluge from the ſky! 

A kind preſaging zoken, that for man 

Remains a happier kingdom, nobler ſlate, 


Where. 
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Where Sin's foul offspring Death, ſhall loſe her 

ſting, | 

And miſery's plaints to notes of joy be chang'd; 

Where ſtorms ſhall beat, and winters pierce no 
more, | 

But one eternal ſpring for ever bloom. 
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